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SK you who is ſinging here, 
Who io blithe can thus appear? 
m the child of joy and glee, 
And my name's Variety. ! 


Ne*cr have I a clouded face, 
Swat: | Co2nge trora place to place, 
Ever wand'rins, ever free, 

Such am i, Variety, „„ © * 


3 ird that ſk ms the air, Gn 
ere an there and ev'ry w here RR 
B* oh | H 
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_ Sip my pleaſures like a bee, 
Nothing's like Variety. 


Love's ſweet paſſion warms my breaſt, 
Roving love but breaks my reſt ; 
One good Heart's enough for me, 
Tho' my name's Variety. 


Crouded ſcenes and lonely grove, 
All by turns I can approve; 
Follow, follow, follow me, 

Friend of life, Variety. 


— 


SONG II. 


LL hail to the day that merits more praiſe 
Than all other days in the year; 
And ble(s'd be the night that giveth delight 
To the poor Man as well as the peer. 
May good fortune attend every honeſt man's 
friend, 
That does the beſt that he may; 
Forgetting all wrong in acup and a ſong, 
We'll drive !he cold winter away. 


miſery pack, and a whip at her back, 
own the Tartarian flood; 


And, 
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And let envy be crown'd in a river profound, 
He that envies another man's good. 
May ſorrow's expence come a thouſand years 
hence, 
In payments of a long delay. 
For we'll ſpend the whole night 3 in an homeſt 
| delight, 


Juſt to drive the cold awinter away. 


The courtiers of ſtate ſet open their gate, 
And bid a free welcome to moſt, 

The city likewiſe, tho? ſomething preciſe, 
Does not fail for to bring forth a toaſt, 
But by all report, both of city and court, 

In the country we bear the ſway, 
Our money is ſpent with a better intent 
When to drive the cold winter away. 


Now let each individual ſhake hands with a 
grace ; 
May friend ſhip” s firm ties ever bind 
The honeſt man's hand, and the honeſt man's 
heart; 
May his temples with olives be twin'd. 
From henceforth let knaves be chain'd to deep 
graves, 
For an honeſt man * bear the ſway, 
I f 
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His Morey is ſpent with a pable inten: 
Waoen to drown the fatigues of the day, 
And to drive the cold winter a: way. 
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The Linnets. 


A bringing home, the other day, 
wo linnets ] had ta'en, 
{> little warhlers ſeem'd to pray 
For liberty agaig. 

Unizedſvl of their plaintive notes, 
I ſanp acroſs the mead: 

In vain they ſoxell'd their downy throats, 
And flutter'd to be frec'd. : 


As pane thro? the tufted grove 
Near which my cottace ttood, 

I thougor I ſaw the queen of love, 
VVien Cloa's charms | view?'d. 

I DEE Llov'd, I prefs'd her tay, 
{T's rear my tender tale; 

Bar allen vary, the fed away, 
Noi could my fighs prevail. 


San, bro! the wound whica love had made, 


ade py ig my diead, 


And 
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And thus I (as companion bade) 
The feather'd pair addteſs'd: 

Ye pre:ty warblers! cheartul be, 
Remember not ve flew ; | 

For 1, who thcught iy ielf ſo free, 
Am far mcre caught than you. 
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The Jovial Huntſmen. 
A* AY to the field, ſee the morning looks 
grav, 
And, 3 bedappled, forebodes a fine day: 
The hounds are all eager the ſport to embrace, 
And carel aloud to be led to the chace. 
CuOKVU Ss 


Then hark, in the morn, to ihe call of the horn, 
And join with tre „ial crew, 


When toe ſeaſon invites, with all its delights, 


Tue healta-gieing Chace to purſue, 


How charming the fight, when Aurora firſt 
Cawns, 
To ſee the {witt beag'es ſpread over the lawns, 
To welcome the {un now ;eturning from reſt, 
Their mattins they chant as they merily queſt. 
Thea hark, &c, 
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But, oh! how each boſum with tranſport it fills, 

To ſtart, juſt as Phœbus peeps over the hills; 

While joyous, from valley to valley reſounds 

The ſhouts of the hunters and cry of the 
haunds. 

Then hark, &c. 


See how the brave hunters, with courage elate, 
| Fly hedges or ditches, or top che barr'd gate; 
Borne by their bold courſers, no danger they 
tear, 
And give to the winds all vexation and care. 
Then hark,  &c. 


Ye cits, for tne chace quit thejoys of the town, 
And ſcorn the dull pleaſure of ſleeping on down: 
Uncertain your coil, or for honour or wealth ; 


Ours ſtill is repaid wich contentment and 
| health, 
Then hark, &c. 


SONG. Vu. 
A favourite Song. 


LAS! when charming Sylvia's gone, 
I figh, and think myſelf undone; 


But 
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But when the lovely nymph is here, 

I'm pleas'd, yet grieve ; and hope, yet fear. 
Thoughtleſs of all but her, I rove, 

Ah! tell me, is not this call'd love ? 


Ah me! what pow'r can move me ſo ? 
die with grief, when ſhe mult go, 
But I revive at her return ; 
I ſmile, I freeze, I pant, I burn: 
Traniports ſo ſtrong, ſo ſweet, ſo new, 
Say, can they be to friendſhip due: 


Ah no! is love, 'tis now too plain, 
feel, 1 feel the pleaſing pain; 
For who e'er ſaw bright Syivia's eyes, 
But wiſh'd, and long'd, and was her prize! 
Gods, if the trueſt muſt be bleſs'd, 
O let her be by me potTeſ;'d. 


SONG: VIII. 
The Parſon. 


A Par/on who had the remarkable foihle, 
Of minding the bottle, muck more than 
the Bible, | 
Was deem'd by his neighbours to be leſs 
perplex'd 
In handling a tankard than handling a text. 
Derry down, &c. 
OW S:: | Perch'd 
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Perch'd up in his pulpit, one Sunday, he cry'd, 
Make patience, my dearly beloved, your guide; 
And in your diltreiles, your troubles and croſſes, 
Remember the patience of Job in his loſſes. 
Derry down, &c. 


The parſon had got a ſtout caſk of ſtrong beer, 
By way of a preſent—no matter from where— 
Sufice it to know, it was toothſome and good, 
And helov*d it as weil as he did his own blood. 
Derry down, &c, 


While he the church-ſervice in haſte rambl'd 

o'er, 

The hogs found a way thro? his cid cellar Corr, 

And bv the ſtrong ſcent to the beer- barrel led, 

Had knock'd out the ſpigot, or cock om its 
head. 

Derry down, &c, 


Out ſpouted the liquor abroad on the ground, 
The unbidden guetts quaff'd it merrily round; 
Nor from their diverſion and merriment ceas'd, 
Till ev'ry hog there was as drunk as a beaſt. 
Derry down, &c. 


end, 
He brings along with him a neighbouring 
friend, 
| To 


And now the grave lecture and pray'r's at an 


T 
1 
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To be a partaker of Sunday's good cheer, 
And talle his delightful October brew'd beer. 
Derry down, &c, 


The dianer was ready, the things were laid 
inug, 
Here, wife, lays the parſon, gofet:h up a mug; 
But a mug of what he bad ſcarce time totell ner, 
When, vonder, ſaid ſhe, are the hogs in che 
cellar! 
Derry down, &c. 


To be ſure they've got in when we were at 
P:ay'rs 3; 
To be ſure you're a fool, ſaid he, get you 
ewa llairs, 
And bring what l bid ycu, or ſce what's the 
matter. 
For now | myſelf bear a gruating and clatter, 
Derry down, &s. 


She went; and returning with ſorrowful face, 
In ſuitable phraies related the caſe: 
He rav'd like a madman about in the room, 
And ikea beat his wife and the hegs with tae 
broom. 
Derry down, &c. 


Lord ! 
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Lord! huſband, ſaid ſhe, what a coil you keey wo 


here, | 
About a poor beggarly barrel o“ beer; 
You ſhould **in your troubles, miſchances and 
croſſes, | 
Remember the patience of job in his loſſes,” 
Derry down, &c. 


A p—x upon Job! cry'd the prieſt in a rage, 

That beer, I dare fav, was near ten years ot aye; 

But you're a poor ignorant jade, like his wife, 

For Job never had ſuch a caſk in his life. 
Derry down, &C. 


Now, ne ghLvour, while at the poor vicar you 
grin, 
Your caſe, let me tell you's not better a pin; 
With goodneſs and wiſdom — your theory 
| back'd is, | | 
But you're, ten to one—knave and fool in 
your practice, 
Derry down, &c. 


Whoever vou are, I'll be ſworn ycu're no 
ſaint : 

Would you mend—then yourſelf with your 
failings acquaint ; 


Theſe | 


Fe 
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ceey Theſe conquer, and then give advice, if you 


chuſe, 

1 For who'd give you thanks for a thing you 
GH can't uſe. 

” Derry down, &Cc. 
3. 
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8 The Gipſey. 


tfe, A® thro' the green meadow I chanced to paſs, 
A gipley ſat under a ſhade, 
Who told me, ſhe ſaw by the lines of my face, 
That my doom was to die an old maid, 


Her prophecy fill'd me with grief and diſmay, 

And pierc'd my poor heart to the quick, 
Becaule I'd oft heard mv grandmother lay, 
* That gipſies do deal with Old Nick. 


in For farther advice to the curate I went, 
And told him my cafe in a fright ; 
Says he, pretty maid, be concent for a while, 
| And I'll alter the caſe before night. 
© then he began with (ach ſorce and ſach bre, 
ur And with arguments fo very ſtrong, 
That, believe me, ye maids, the de'il is a liar; 
And ſo, there's an end of my ſong. 
e SONG 
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And 
SON G X. 8 
Ralph of the Mill. Ls 

A Hebe was tend ing her ſheep 'tother day. 
Where the warblers whiltie and fing, She 
A rural young ſwain came tripping that Way, f 
As briſk and as blithe as a king. An 
The youth was a ſtranger to trouble and car: 0 
Contentment e'er guided his will; Pe: 
Yet ever regarded the {miles cf the fair, 
Tho' always bred up ia a mill, Bu 


Love ſtole in his breaſt at the üg: of the maid, 
For he could not ter charms but zdore, 

% And if thou art cruzl, dear Hebe.“ le ſaid, 
J farely ſhall love you the more ?? 

Such tenderneſs melied her into ſurpriſe 
(For Hebe was never unkind), 

And all of a ſudden love glos 'd in her eyes, 
Wnich ſocke tae dictates of ter wind, 


S IE - Hin... 


They ſat themſelves down at the foot of a hill, 
And chatted together lo tree, . 
Till Ralph, the young ſwain, made ſigns to 
the mill, 
Whilſt clalping the nymph on his knee ; 


And | 


28, 


W 
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And this in a tranſport the miller reply'd, 
„Thy charms, dearelt girl, are divine ;” 
Then preſ,'d her ſweet lips, and with rapture 
he cry'd, 
« O Hebe! conſent to be mine!“ 


She liſten'd attentive to all his requeſt, 
And freely compls'd to his will: 

And nc, to ber ſolace, me's married and bleſt 
With goneſt voung Ralph of the Mill. 

Peace follows their footitep; wherever they go, 
In blifs ail their hours are ſpent: 

But, leaders cf tathion, I'd have ye to know 


©0929 0008 0999 0900 2000 10% 2009 0208 
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Fair Suſanrah. 
* if yon damaſt roſe be ſweet 
hat ſcents the ambient air; 
Then ak each mepherd that you meet 
if ceur Sulannen's fal-. 


* 
Sav, will the vul:ure leave his prey, 
And Karhle thro? the grove ? 


D'6 wanton linnets quit tne ſpray, 
2 en doubt thy ſher berd's love. 


Th 
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The ſpoils of war let heroes ſhare, 
Let pride in ſplendor ſhine ; 

Ye bards, unenvy'd laurels wear, 
Be fair Suſannah mine. 


SONG XII, 


USY humble bee am J, 
That range the garden ſunny ; 
From flow'r to flow'r I changing fly, 
And ev'ry flower's my honey. 
Bright Cloe, with her golden nair, 
A while my rich jonquil 1s, 
Till, cloy'd with ſipping nectar there, 
I ſhift to roſy Phillis. I ſhift, Q.. 
But Phillis's ſweet opening breaſt 
Remains not long my ſtation, 
For Kitty now mun be addreſs'd, 
Mv ſpicy breath'd carnation. 
Yet Kitty's fragrant bed I leave, 
To other flow'rs I'm rover ; 
And all in turns my love receives 


The gay wide garden over, The gay, &. 


N 


i 


o — 


Je. 


. 


No one to beauty ſhould ſhould pretend, 
90. 
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Variety that knows no bound 
My roving fancy edges, 
And oft with Flora I am found 
In dalliance under hedges : 
For as I am an arrant bee 
Who range each bank that's ſunny, 
Both fields and gardens are my fee, 
And ev'ry flower's my honey. 
And every, Oe. 


SONG. IV. 
The Sailor's Return. 
EHOLD, from many a hoſtile ſhore, 


And all the dangers of the main, 
Where billows mount, and tempeſts roar, 
Your faithful Tom returns again 
Returns, and with him b*::ngs a heart 
That ne'er from Sally ſhail depart. 


After long toils and troubles paſt, 
How ſweet to tread our native foil, 


With conqueſt to return a laſt, 


And deck our ſweerbearts with the ſpoil ! 
\ 


But ſuch as dare its rights defend. 
SONG 


_ 


Oh! weoulct thou at fo gocd a part, 
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8 
E NEAT H a beech's grateful ſhade \ ve. 
Yeung Colin lay complaining ; , 
He*figh's, "and ſeem d to love a maid, E Al; 
Without hopes ef obtaining; f 
For thus the ſwain indulg'd his grief, ve 
T ho' pity cannot mere : thee, ] 


Tho” thy hard heart gives no relief, 
Yet, Peggy | mult love thee, ©- 


F 


Say, Peggy, what has Colin done 
Thar: thus you cruel ule him ? 

If love's a fault, *tis that alone 
For which you ſhovuid escuſe him: 

*Twas thy dear ſelf hrit rais'd tais flame, 

Inis fire by which ilanguith ; 

Tis thuu alche can quench the ame, 
And cool its ſcorching angulſh. 


For thee I leare the ſportive plain, 
Where every maid invites me, A 

For thee, ſole cauſe of ail my pain, 
For thee that cniy flights me; 

This love that fires my faithful heart, \ 
By all bat thee commended, 


My * ſoon be ended. | 
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* The beauteous breaft, fo ſoft to feel, 


0 Seem'd tendernets all over; | 
Yet it defends thy heart like fcc! 
'Gain(t thy deſpairing lover. 
Alas \ tho” it ſhould ne'er repent, 
Not Colin's care e'er move thee, 
Yet, Si life's lateſt breath is ſpear, 
> My Peggy I mult love thee. 


4 . rere 2292 3909 ccc ee 


SONG XY; 
The Seaſon of Love. 


RIGHT Sol is return'd, the winter is o'er, 
His all-chearing beams do natwe teſtote; 
ne cowlip and «43 ſy, tue vi'let and rote, 
Lach garden, each orchard, dees fragraace 
diſcloſe; 
The birds chearful notes are bead in each 
grove, 
All nature conteſſes the ſeaſun of !ove. 


The nymphs and the ſtepkercs come trip- 
\ ping amain, 
All haſten to join in the ſports of the plain 
Our rural Civeriicns ase free ſrum all gie, 
Tus face tnat i» hene zecutely cad ſmile; 


"hat * Tbe 


3 
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he E-art that's frncere in affecti on may deu 
11 are's mild force in ihe fe a ſon of ic ve. 


O bome then, Philander, with Sylvia away, 
Our friends, that evpect us, accuſe cur delay; 
Let's haue wo the village, the ſports to begin; 


til fi-ive for mv ſhepherd the garlend to un 


Zu tce bis approach whom my Leart dea 
a p prove, 
Who makes ev*ry hovr the ſcaſon cf icve. 
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SONG XVI. 


the foe of a ſtteam, at the foot of: 
ka 11 , 

met ui h yung Phebe who lives at the mill; 
My beatt least with je y at ſo Fleafiog a tight, 
tor Phehe, I vow, is ty only deiipit. 


F tr'd der m ve, and far chen by her fide, 
Ind iwere th text morning I'd make ter my 
tice 3 


n enger ſhe 1; Get cut of my ſabt, 


— 


And gots reur 55 1% YOu meters lait night, 


Surpriz'd, | re: hed, Pray explain what yo 
——— | 
never, I ron, Wik 0:08 Pkiilis wa: fren, 


N 


6 


V 
A 


＋ 


yay 
| B the gayly circling plas 

n. 

Ah 
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Mor can I conceive what my Phebe is at 
O! can't „cu? the cry'd : well, | love vou 
for that, 


Say, did you not meet her laſt night on this 
ſpor ? 
O Colin! O Colia! you can't have forgot; 
] heard the whole {tory this morning from Mat; 
You ſtill may deny it, I love you tur that. 


'Tis falſe, 1 reply'd, dear Phebe believe, 
For Mat 1s a rover, and means to deceive : 
You very well know he has ruin'd young Pat, 
And ſure my dear charmer mult hate him tor 

that. 


Come, come then, ſhe cry'd, if you mean 
to be kind, 
own 'was to know the true ſtate cf your 
mind. 
Tranſported, I kiſs'd her, ſhe gave me 2 pat 
made her my wife, and ſhe loves me tor that. 
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SONS. AVH. 
Sons cf Care. 


We can {ee how minutes paſs ; 
N 
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By the hollow caſk are told, 
How the waning night grows old. 


Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day, 

Drives us from our ſports away; 

What have we with day to do 

Sons of care, 'twas made for you, 
Sons of care, &c. 


Come, then, fill the chearful glaſs, 
Truth is only found in wine: 
Tales of love are all a farce, 
But true friendſhip is divire, 
But true friendſhip, &c. 


SONG XVI: 
Lament for General Wolf. 


2 RITONS loyal and bold, 
I Who would never be controul'd 
By the French, See the braveſt cf his ſex, 
Britiſh Wolfe, ſtout and good, 
Made the rivers run with blood, 
At the glorious conquelt of Quebec. 


Brave Wolfe was cur commander, 
Montcalm was their defender, 
Their numbers did us ſotely diſmay; 


ba 


Ar 


As 


S1 


Li 


B 


ST CHOICE SONGS: 21 


But brave Wolfe, ſtout and bold, 
; He would never be controul'd, 
And his laſt dy ing word was, —Huzza ! 


Contented I die, 
Siace we've gain'd the victory, 
As your tell me the battle is our own ; 
Let my ſoul depart in pcace, 
And the wars for ever ceale, 
Since my life for fair Britain is gone. 


The Highlanders, in hot blood, 
And ſailors, ſtout and rude, 
Like madmen did {laſh them away: 
e When the French began to run, 
We advanced cn their ground ; 
But our grief was for Wolfe—Oh that day! 


Then the city it ſurrender'd, 
The gates ſtraight we enter'd; 
Our ſhips in the harbour lay thick. 
We thanked the Moſt High 
. For this ſignal victory, 
At the glorious conqueſt of Quebec. 


bet 
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Shakeſpeare's Mulberry Tree. 


Sung by David Garrick, E/q; avith a cup in li 
hand maur of tue tree. 


B39 this fair goblet, *rwas carv'd 
from tie tree 
Which, O my west Ynakeſpeare, was plane 
by thee : 
As a relic | kiſs it. ard bow at thy mrine. 
What comes fiom thy hand mutt be ever 
divine! | 
All tail yield to the Mulberry tree! 
Bend to thee, 
Bien LSlutherry! 
M itchici: was he that planted thee ; 
And thou, like him, immortal thai be. 


Ye trees of the foreſt, ſ» rampant and high, 
Who ſptea round vour blanchgs, , hole heads 
{veer the fry : 
Ye curious exotics, whim taſte has bicugnt 
here, 
To root out ne natives, at prices ſo dear: 
All ſhail yield, &c. 


The 


„ 


7 Lt, 


v' 


ited 


ver 


C. 
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Th2Oik is held royal, is 3riiaic?s great 592%, 

P. eſety'd once our King, and wil! alas o2r 
ccalt'; | 

Of the fir we make ſhips, there are thcuſauds 
that tight, 

But one, only one, like our Siax2ſpear2 can 
write. 

All all yield, &c. 


F1cra- tn ue wers, 
Tee ga-den of Shiketpeare 2.1 fancies Will 


161t, 
Wich the iwezielt of dowetrs, and the faireſt gf 
: fruit. 


All mall yield, & g. 


With learniag and knowledge, the well Ie tter'd 
viren 
Supplies lav anl payic, and grace for the 
; charch ; 
But law ani he goſpel in S. keſęeare we find, 
He gives tas best phyfic for body and mind, 
All mall yieid, &Cc. 


The fame of the Patron gives fame to the tree, 
From aim and his merits this takes its degree: 


84 G:ve 
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Give Phœbus and Bacchus their laurel ani 


vine, 
Tae tree of our Shakeſpeare is ſtill more divine, 
All ihall yield, &c. 


As the genius of Shakeſpeare outſhines the 
Cright day, 

More rapture than wine to the heart can 
convey ; 

So the tree which he planted, by making his 
own, 

Ii2s the laurel, and bzys, and the vine, all in 
one. 


Al! mall yield, &c. 


Then each take a relic of this ballow'd tree, 
From foily and faſhion a charm let it be: 
3.et's fill ro the Planter, the cup to the brim ; 


1% honour ycur country, do honour to him. 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


. 
Thonock Cove. 


B Y Thenock Grove oft let me walk, 
I While circled in my arms, 


] hear 


I hi 
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I hear my Nelly ſweetly talk, 
And gaze o'er all her charms, 

O let me ever fond behold 
Thoſe graces void of art! 

Thoſe chearful ſmiles that ſweetly hold 
In willing chains my heart. 


O come, my love ! and bring anew, 
That gentle turn of mind; 

That gracefulneſs of air, in you, 
By Nature's hand cctign'd : 

That beauty, like the bluſhing roſe, 
birit lighted up this flame; 

Waich, like the ſun, for ever glows 
Within my breaſt the ſame ! 


Ye light coquets ! ye 2iry things! 
How vain 1s all your art ! 

How ſeldom it a lover brings! 
How rarely keeps a heart! 

O! gather from my Nelly's charms, 
That ſweet, that graceful eaſe ; 
That bluſhiog modeſty that warms ; 

That native art to pleaſe. 


Come then, my love! O come along! 
And feed me with thy charms ! 


Come, 


* 


25 A COLLECGTTION 


Come. fair inſpirer of my fong, 
O n:! my longing arms 
A fame like mine can never die, 
V. he + harm, ſo bright as thine, 
90 de fair, both picaſe the eye 
And hi! the e foul divine! 


SONG XXI. 
The words from Shake/peare. 


OMk live with me, and be my love, 
'$ And wee will all the picaſures prove, 
dat bels and vailes, da.c and field, 
An- all the craggy mountains yield. 


There will we ht upon the rocks, 
And ſee ihe Heguerds feed their flucks, 
B. ſhallow rivers, to wheel? falls, 
Mc<iouious birds fizg madrigals. 


There wiil | make thee beds of roles, 
Vith a tho tand fragrant pohes, 
A. cap of fg ers, and a kirtle, 


Emoroide, ' 211 with leaves of myrtle ; 


A gcben nine cf the fneft wool 
pretty lan. Os we pull; 
Stüppers 


WòWulch f. em Ou 


.. + bY 
NT A 
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Dppets lin'd choicely for tte cold, 
Ve ih buckles of the puren gull; 
A belt of ftraw, ani ivv bus, 
Wh coral claſps, and amber ads: 
And if theie pleaſures may thee move, 
Then live $1.2 me, and be my love. 
Tre met b. "4 ſwains ſnail dan a and ing, 
For thy det esch May murnii'g: 
'f thele CElNpiat: why mind may move, 
Then live v1:h me, and be my lese. 


ee eee ee eee 
SONG. AX. 
The Nymph's Reply. 
Sung by ifs Coley, 
F that the world aid love w ere young, 
Aad tiuih io every ſhepheic's tongue, 


1 nete pretiy pleaſures right me move 
To lve with thee, id betty icye. 


But time diives flocks from field to fold, 
Wen rivers ras”, and rocks grow cold, 
And Philcmei becometh dumb, 

And ali complain uf cares to come. 

ine flowers do fade, and wanton fields 

To gay ard winter teckening yields : 


A honey 
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A honey tongue, and heart of gall, 
Is fancy's ſpring, but ſorrow's tail. 


Thy gowns, thy ſhoes, thy beds of roſes, 
Thy caps, thy kirtle, and thy poſies, 
Soon break, ſoon wither, toon forgotten, 
In foliy ripe, in reaſon rotten. 


Thy belt af ſtraw ard ivy buds, 
Thy coral claſps, and amber fiuds ; 
All thole in me no means can move 
To com? to thee, and be thy love. 


But could youth lait, and love ſtill breed, 
Had jo1s no date, nor azen need: 
Then theſe delights my mind might move 
To live with thee, and be chy love. 


SONG XXII. 
To attain a long Life. 
OME hear me, my bey, haſta mind to 


Jive long. 

Take a doſe of briſk claret, and part of a ſong; 
A gen'rous heat good wine does 1mpart, 

And time to good muſic is beat by the heart: 

Let each be content with his own proper ſtore, 

And keep ourſelves honeſt, though the world 

Keeps us poor. 


SONG 
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SONG. XXIII. 
Hearts of Oak. 


OME, chcer up, my lads, 'tis to glory 


we ſteer, 


To add ſomething more to this wonderful year; 


To honcur we call you, not preſs you like 
ſlaves, 
For who ate fo free as the ſons of the waves? 


Hearts of oak are our ſhips, 
Hearts of oak are our men, 
We always are ready, 
Steady, boys, ſteady: 
We'll fight, and we'll conquer again and 
again, 


We ne'er ſee our foes but we wiſh them to ſtay; 

They never meet us, but they wiſh us away: 

It they run, then we follow, and run them 
amore, 


For if they won't fight us, what can we do 
more? 


Tney N they'll invade us—theſe terrible 
oes, 


They frighten our women, cur children and 
DCcaus ; 


Bus 
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But ſhould their fat bottoms in darkneſs ge: 
o'er, 

Still Britons they'll fad to receive them on 

ſhore. 


17471 


veil fall make them run, and we'll ſlill 
maxe tem v eat. 
To ſpite of the devil, and Bruſſels gazette: 
T'hen chear wp, My lads, wita one voice let 
u- ing, 
Our — var failors, our ſtateſmen, and 
19. 
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SON G XXIV. 
Tune, —Craries of Saveden. 
CO. jol! Baccius, gd of vine, 


Crown this v1ght with pleaſufe 
Let none at cares of liie - ine, 
To ceſtroy cur p' autre: 
Bilh up the mighty ſpach ing bowl, 
'That c**ry true and a 1 
May dr rink and ſing with- 1t controul, 
To ſupport our p:caſure. 


Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be 
Guardian io our pleaiure, 


( 
E 
0 


a. 
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That under thy protection we 
May enjoy new pieaſure, 
And as the hours glice away, 
We'll in thy name invoke their ſtay, 
And ng thy praiſes that we may 
Live and die with pleaſure. 


ex 008 YOCO BYE COD 2000 00 "4" WOE CICH 5500 3OC® 0000 20200 #500 $000 0020 WOES 
S ON G XXV. 
See your Country riyghied, 


(- OE ve lads who wiſh to ſhine 
Bright in future (tory, 
Haſte to a: ms, and torm the line ws 
hat leacs to martial glore, 
Charge the mu, vet, porat the lance, 
Brave the worit of dangers, 
Te | the viuttering ſons of France, 
That we to tear ale ſtrangers, 


Dritein, when the lion's rcus'd, 
An her flag is rearing, 
Always finds her fons di 8540 
To drub the foe that's dar 
Charge the muſqu by 


Hearts of oak with ſreed advance, 
Pour your raval thunder 


Og 
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On the trembling ſhores of France, 
And ſtrike the world with wonder. 
Charge the muſquet, &c. 


Honour fur the brave to ſhare N 
ls the nobleſt booty; | 

Guard ycur coaſts, protect the fair, 
For that's a Briton's duty. CH 
Charge the muſquet, &c. | 


What if Spain to take their parts, 5 

| Form a baſe alliance, | 
| All unite, and Engliſh hearts Fo 
May bid the world defiance. 3 
Charge the muſquet, &c. Th 
FE 
Beat the drum, the trumpet ſound, bh 


Manly and united; 
Danger face, maintain your ground, 
Aud ſez your country righted. 
Charge the muſquet, &c, 


SONG! 
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SONG XXVI, 


OM gentle God of ſoft repoſe 
And lall my tortur'd foul to reſt, 


la thy embraces me incloſe, 


6 


And let me once again be bleſt. 


Come gentle ſlumbers, yet be kind, 
Nor let me ever ſigh in vain, 

Relieve my care, and eaſe my mind. 
Reſtore my health, and baniſh pain 


For thee each night in vain J ſigh, 


And daily I thy loſs deplore, 


Thy friendly aid no more deny, 


Nor let me mourn thy abſence more. 


SONG XXVII. 
The Country Wedding. 


| — haſte to the wedding, ye friends 


and ye neighbours, 
The lovers their bliſs can no longer delay: 
Forget all your ſorrows, your cares, and your 
labours, 
And let ev'ry heart beat with rapture to-day. 


N Ye 


| 
| 
| 
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Ye votaries all attend to my call, 


Come revel in pleaſures that never can cloy; | 


Come ſee rural felicity, 
Which love and innocence ever enjoy, 
Come ſee, &Cc. 


Let envy, let pride, let hate and ambition, 


Still crowd to, and beat at the breaſt of the | 


great; 


To ſuch wretched paſſions we give no admiſſion, + 


But leave them alone to the wiſe ones of ſtate. 
We boaſt of no wealth but contentment and 
health, 


In mirth and in friendſhip our moments | 


employ, 
Come lee, &c. 


With reaſon we taſte of each heart ſtirring 


pleaſure ; 


With reaſon we drink of the full- flowing 
bowl, 


Are jocund and gay, but all within meaſure, 
For fatal excels will enſlave the free ſoul. 


Then come at our bidding to this happy 
wedding, 


Na care ſhall obtrude here our bliſs to annoy, - 
| 


Come ſee, &c, | 
SONG 


"2 
4 
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SONG XXVIII. 
Good morrow to your Night-cap. 


EAR Kathleene, no doubt 
You find ſleep how ſweet it is, 
Dogs bark, and cocks crow out, 
You little dream how late it 1s : 
This morning gay, I poſt away, 
To have with you a bit cf play, 
And cn two legs I rode to bid 
Good morrow to your night-cap, 


Laſt night, being browſey 
With whiſkey, ale and cyder, 
I aſk'd Betty Blowſey | 
To let me fit beſide her: 
Her anger roſe as ſour as ſloes, 
The little gypſey cock'd her noſe ; 


So on two legs I rode to bid 


Good morrow to your night-cap. 


* 


SONG XXIX. 


Chloe's Kiſſes. 


EAR Cloe, come give me ſweet kiſſes, 
For ſweeter no girl ever gave; 


D 2 But 


WA COLLECTION 


But why, in the midit of my bliſſes, 
Do you aſk me how many I'd have? 

I am not to be ſtinted in pleaſure, 
hen prithee, dear Chloe, be kind! 

For fiace I love thee beyond meaſure, 
To numbers I'll ne'er be confin'd. 


Cont tne bees that on Hybla are paving, 
Count the dew'rs that enamel the fields, 
Count the |: cs that on Temoe are ſtraying, 


Or the grain tnat rich Sicily yields: 
Count how many ftars are in heaven, | 
Gon number the fand. on the thore, | 
And when fy many kites you've given, 
Jill ſhail'bs aſsing tor more, . 


To hezet full of love let me hold thee, 
A heart which, dear Chloe, is taine; 
In my hrart l'd for ever enfold thee, 0 
And twtit round thy neck like a vine, 
Wnat jor can be greater than this 2 ? 
I. ile en hy! l; 1 nal! 90 {en G 
Bu- the wretch who can aumher his kids; 
We! alas with few be content. 
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n 
The Huntſman's Call. 


O you hear, brother ſportſman, the 
ſound of the horn, 
And yet the ſweet pleaſure decline; 
For ſhame, rouze your ſenſes, and, e'er it 1s 
morn, 
With me the ſweet melody join : 


Thro' the wood and the valley the traitor 
we'll rally, 

Nor quit him, till panting be lies; | 
While hounds, in full cry, thro' hedges 
ſhal! iy. \ 

And chaſe the ſwiſt hare till ſhe dies. 


Then ſaddle your ſeeds, to the meadows and 
| heids, 
Both willing and joyous repair; 
No paſtime in life ſweeter happinefs yields 
Than chaſing the fex or the hare. 


For ſuch comfort, my friend, on the ſportſ- 
man attend, 


No pleaſure like hunting is found, 


| For when it is o'er, as briſk as before, 


Next morning we ſpurn up the ground, 
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SONG XXXI. 
Toby Fillpot. 


EAR Tom, this brown jug that now 
foams with mild ale, 
In which I will drink to ſweet Nan of the 
vale, 28 

Was once Toby Fillpot, a thirſty old ſoul 
As e'er drank a bottle, or fathom'd « bow! ; 
In boozing about 'twas his praiſe to excel, 
And among jolly topers he bore off the bell. 


It chanc'd that in dog-days he ſat at his eaſe, | 
In his fow'rt-woven arbour, as gay as you 
pleaſe, 
With a friend and a pipe puffing ſorrow away, 
And with honelt old ſtingo was ſoaking his clay, 
His breath -doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 
And he ated full as big as a Dorcheſter butt. 


His body, when long in the ground it had 

lain, | 

And time into clay had reſolv'd it acain, 

:\ potter fuund out in its covert {+ ſauz. | 
And wich part of fat Toby ic torm'd this 

brown jug, 


Now 
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Now ſacred to friendſhip, to mirth, and mild 
ale, 
So here's to my lovely ſweet Nan of the vale, 
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SONG XXXII. 


RE Phabus ſhall peep on the freſh 
budding flow'r, 
Or blue bells are robb'd of their dew ; 
Sleep on my Maria while 1 deck the bow'r, 
To make it more worthy of you. 


There roſes and jeſs'mine each other ſhall 
greet, 
And mingle to copy thy hue ; 
The lily, to match with thy boſom ſo ſweet— 
How faint its reſemblance of you? 


With ſweets of thy breath the hedge wvlet 
ſhall vie, | 
But weakly, and pay it its due; 
The thorn thall be robb'd of the ſloe for thine 
eye, 
Yet nature paints nothing like you. 


The leaves of the ſenſitive plant muſt declare 
The truth of my well-belov'd ihe, 
| D 4 Whoſe 
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Wheſe hands, if to touch it bold ſhepherd; 
thould dare, 
Would ſhrink from all others but me: 
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SON G XXXIII. 


Anna's Urn. 


1 Ncompal,'d in an angel's frame, 

! An angel's virtues lay ; 

Jo ſcon did heav'n aſſert its claim, 
And call'd its own away. 

My Anna's worth, my Anna's charms, 
Can never more return : 


—— — 


Ah mel! my Anna's urn. 


Can I forget that bliſs refin'd, 
Which, bleſt with her I knew ? 
Our hearts in ſacred bonds entwin'd 
Were bound by love too true. 

The rural train which once were us'd 
In feſtive dance to turn, 

So pleas'd, when Anna they amus'd, 
Now weeping deck her urn, 


The ſoul eſcaping from its chain, 
She claſp'd me to her breafi, 


What then ſhall fill theſe widow'd arms, | 


| re; N 


L 
: 
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To part with thee is all my pain, 
She cried, then ſunk to reſt, 

While mem'ry ſhall her ſeat retain, 
From beauteous Anna torn, 


My heart ſhall breath its ceaſeleſs ſtrain 


Of ſorrow o'er her urn. 


There with the carlieſt dawn, a dove 
Laments her murder'd mate ; 

There Philomela, lot to love, 
Tells the pale moon her fate. 

With yew and ivy round me ſpread, 
My Anna there I'll mourn ; 

For all my foul, now the is dead, 
Concentres in her urn. 
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SONG XXXIV, 
In praiſe of Britain. 
AIREST Ile, all ifles exceiling, 


Seat of pleaſure and ot love, 

Venus here ſhall fix her dwelling, 

And forſake her Cyprian grove : 
Cupid from his fav'rite nation 

Care and envy ſhall remove; 
Jealouſy, that poil'nous paſſion, 

And deſpair that dies for love. 
Gentle 


42 A COLLECTION 


Gentle murmurs, ſoft complaining, 
Sighs that blow the fire of love; 
Soft repulſes, kind diſdaining, 
Shall be all the pains you prove. 
Every ſwain ſhall pay his duty; 
Graceful ev'ry nymph ſhall move ; 
And as theſe excel in beauty, 
Thoſe ſhall be renown'd for love. 
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SONG XXXV. 
The mighty bowl. | 


ILL me a bowl, a mighty bowl, 
F Large as my capacious ſoul ; 
Valt as my thir{t is, let it have ; 
Depth encuohk to be my grave : 

I mean the grave of all my care, 
For | defien to bury't there. 

Let it of ſilver faſhion” d be, 

Worthy of wine, worthy of me; 
Worthy to aden the tpheres, 

As that bright cup amonęſt the ſtars. 


Fill me a bowl, 65 


s O NG 
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SONG XXXVI. 


LY ſwiftly, ye minutes, till Comus 
receive 
The nameleſs ſoft tranſports that beauty can 
ve; 
The bowl's frolic joys let him teach her to 
prove, | 
And ſhe, in return, yield the raptures of love. 


— 
— . ——6— 


Without love and wine wit and beauty are 
vain, 
Pow'r and grandeur infipid, and riches a pain; 
The moit ſplendid palace grows dull as the 
grave; 
Love and wine give, ye gods, or take back 
what ye gave. 


——— 


—— 


—— 


SONG XXXVII. 


280 Damon long ſtudy'd my heart to 


obtain, | 
Tne prettieſt voung ſhepherd that pipes on 
62, the plain; 
+ Pd hear his ſoft tale, then declare *twas amiſs, 
And I'd often ſay No, when | long'd to fa) — 
* | Yes, 


Laſt 


0 
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Lalit Valentine's day to our cottage he cu You n 
And brought me two lambkins to wiineſit 
flame; 2 
Oh! take theſe, he cry'd, thou more th: 
their fleece : | x 
I could hardl; ſay No, tho' aſham'd to ſay\e A 


Soon after, one morning, we ſat 8 8 
rove, 1 

He preſs'd my hand hard, and in ſighs bread Nor 

his love; Oh 

Then tenderly aſk'd, if I'd grant him a kif Ra 

I deſign'd to ſay No, but mittook 50 ra 
ſaid Yes. And 

eig 

At this, with delight, his heart danc'du 


in his breait, Ven 

Ye gods, he cry'd, Chloe will now make m p, 
ieſt : litt 

Come, let's to the church, and ſhare conjugi. p 
bliſs : Rea 

To prevent being teaz'd, I was forc'd to {aj}, 
Yes. | He 


154 
I ne'er was ſo pleas'd with a word 1a my ite 
I nc'er was ſo happy as fince I'm a wife: 


] hen 


Bx. rn 
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Then take, ye young damſels, my counſel in 
| this, 

1 You muſt all die old maids, if you will 

lay Yes. 
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SONG XXXVI. 
e A DUE T. Tune, Guardian Angels. 


Damon. 


al UARDIAN angels! hov'ring near me, 


m 


Save a lover fick with care! 
ai\Nor from faireſt Myra tear me, 
Oh! "twill heighten my deipair! 
kih Nlay 1 with her ſpend the day, 
nd=Jn raptures paſs my years away; 

ud ſhould 1 from theſe ſhades remove, 
Peign to waft along my love. 


"du : Ahyra. 
Venus queen of love and beauty, 

em parent of ſoft ain'rous pain, 
Little Cupid ! do thy duty, 

age Bind me to my tender ſwain. 
Realon 1 love mult yield, 

9 [Love victorious wins the field: 

Hence, ye ſons of wealth away! 
1 my ſhepherd lad obey, 


Damen. 


hes 
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Damon. 
Come, ye Cupids ! twine the myrtle, 
Bring along the ſweets of May, N 


Wreath 2 flow'r-enamour'd kirtle, 
For my Myra's wedding-day. 
Both. 

Innocence, and meek-ey'd Love, 

Peace, —inhabitant above, 


Joys harmonious deſcend, | 
All our moments to attend. D.C 


SONG XXXIX. 


For two Veices. 


OW hard is the fortune of all woman 
kind ? 
For ever ſubjected; for ever confin'd. 
Our parents controul us until we are wires. 
And flaves to our huſbands the reit of out 
lives. 


If only we love, yet we dare not reveal, 


Th 


\ 
* 


By 


4 


But ſecretly languiſh, compell'd io conceal:} W. 


Deny'd the true pleaſures of life to enjoy, 


We're ſham'd if we're kind, and were blan Hi 


if we're coy. 5 1 
8 


l 
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SONG XL- 
ö The Lover. 


OW happy a lover's life paſſes, 
When beauty retu.ns tigh for ſigh! 
He looks upon all men as aſſes, 
Who have not ſome girl in their eye. 


Wich heart full as light as a feather, 
C. He trips to the terras or parks; 
Where ſwains crowd impatient together, 
And maidens look out for their ſparks. 


What ſweet palpitation ariſes 
When Nancy appears in full view ! 
nate} Fer ſmiles at more value he prizes 
Than miſers the mines of Peru. 


es. Tho! ſwift-winged Time, as they're walking, 
outf doon parts them, alas ! by his flight; 
| By reflection he till hears her talking, 
And abſent he keeps her in fight. 


al:} Whenever abroad he regales him, 
„ And Bacchus calls out for his laſs, 
am His love for his Nancy ne'er fails him, 
Her name gives a zeſt to his glaſs, 
N 6 No 


4 Noreen 


No other amuſement he prizes, 
That thoſs that from Nancy ariſe ; 
She's firit in his thoughts when he riſes, 
And laſt when he cloſes his eyes. 


Then let not ambition diſtreſs us, 

Or fertune's fantaſtical chace ; 

Love only with Nancy can bleſs us, 
And give all we want to embrace, 
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SQO NG. XL 
Tune, — O the broom, &C. 


OW happy were my days till now, 


I ne'er did ſorrow feel ; | 


I role with joy to milk my cow, | 
Or take my ſpinning- wheel. | 


My heart was lighter than a fly, 
Like any bird I ſung, 

Till he pretended love, and T 
Belie v'd his ilatt'ring tongue. 


Oh ! the fool, the filly, filly fool, | 
Who truſts what man may be! | 

4 with I was a maid again, 

And in my own country. 


SONG| 


Ef 
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SONG XLII. 


OW glorious their virtue, who nobly 

contrive 

The means to keep freedom and friendſhg 
alive ; 

Who, firmly united, in harmony ſing. 

| Whoſe hearts are true blue to their country 
and king! 

CHoRUs. 

All Maſons are ſuch ! hear the trumpet of 
Fame! 

Our Order is happy, and glorious the name. 


Let poor thoughtleſs wietches repair to a 
club, 


Get liquor, get drank, and perhaps get a drub; 
We ne'er let ſuch fools our ſociety join, 


For love and good - will crown each glaſs of our 
| wine. 


Your ne'er hear one Maſon another de fame! 
Our Order is happy, &c. 


; The rules we adhere to are loyal and right, 
A Maſon's a patriot, to ſpeak or to _ 
a o 
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How bleſt were Great Britain, to combat her 
foes, 
If all knew. as much as a Free Maſon knows ? 


To all {oa} virtue we juſtly lay clam! 
on: Order is happy, &c. 


The ladies confeſs, with a ſatisfy'd air, 


That none like a Maſon is form'd for the fair: 


A waiſper, a look, and ſome moments chit 
chat, 

Soon brings on agreement, and love, and all 

that, 


Each beauty's convinc'd that ſincere is our 
flame, 
Oar Order is happy, Ke. 


Old i'ime our ſociety? s worth ſhall en ol, 
And Maſors be horvur'd from pole unto pole: 
Now raiſe up your voices, and cuearfully uus, 
Succeſs to all Maſor e, ud God ave the Ki: ag, 


As ſpotleſs as ſnow is © Þ: try in fame: 
Oar Order is happy, and glorious the name! 


3O0 NG 


| 


AY 
; 


| 


| 
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SONG XILIII. 


How impei ſect is Expreſſion. 


OW imperfe& is expreſſion 
Some emotions to impart, 
When we mean a ſoft confeilion, 
And yet ſeem to hide the heart. 
When our boſoms, all complying, 
With delicious tumults ſwell 
And bca:—vh.t broken, fault'ring dying, 
Language wou d, but cannct tell. 


Deep confufion's roſy terror 
Quite expreſſive paints my cheek 
Aſk no more, behold your error, 
Blu'hes ele quently ſp ak: 
What ho? Glent is av e guiſh? 
Or breath'd on y che air; 
Mark my eyes, and they languiſh, 
Read what your: la Witten there. 


O th-t you could once conceive me, 
Once my Hul's ſtrong feelings view; 
Love has noaght more fond, believe me, 

Friendſhip nothing helf ſo true. 


E 2 From 
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From you, I am wild, deſpairing, 
With you ſpeechleſs as I touch, 

This is all that bears declaring, 
And perhaps declares too much. 
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SONG XLIV. 


OW ſweet is the woodland with fleet 
hound and horn, 
To waken ſweet echo and taſte the freſh morn; 
But hard is the chace my fond heart mult 
purſue, 
For Daphne, fair Daphne, 1s loſt to my view- 


diſdain, 
In pity o'ertake her who wounds as be flies, 
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SONG N. 
T ne Married Man. 


Am married and happy, with wonder ber 
this, ; 


Ye rovers and rakes of the age; 


| 


| 


Aſſiſt me, chaſte Dian, the nymph to tegain, 
More wild than the roebuck, and wing'd with 


Tho' Daphne's purſu'd, *tis Myrtilla that dies. 


Who 6 
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Who laugh at the mention of conjugal bliſs, 
And who only looſe pleaſures engage: 
You may laugh, but believe me you're all in 
the wrong, 
When you merrily marriage deride. 
For to marriage the permaneat pleaſures 
bdelong. 
In them we can only conſde. 


The joys which from lawleſs connections ariſe, 
Are fugitive—never ſincere, 

Oft ſtolen with haſte, and oft ſnatch'd by 

ſurpriſe, 

Interrupted by doubts and by fear ;— 

But thoſe which in legal attachments we find, 
When the heart is with innocence pure, 

Is from ev'ry imbit'ring reflection refin'd, 
And while life can taſte joy will endure. 


The love which ye boaſt of deſerves not that 
name, 

True Love is with ſentiment join'd ; 
But yours is a paſſion, a feveriſh flame, 
Rais'd without the conſent of the mind : 
When dreading confinement ye miſtreſſes hire, 
With this, and with that quickly cloy'd; 

E 3 7. 


o 


54 & COLLECTION 


Ye are led and miſled by a flatt'ring falſe fire, 
And are oft by that fire deſtroy'd. 


If rou ak me from whence my felicity flaws, 
My anſwer is ſhort—from a wife; | 
Wao for chearfulneſs, ſenſe, and good-nature 
I chole, 
Theſe are beauties that charm us for life; 
To make home the ſeat of perpecual deligl, 
Ev'ry moment each ſtudies to ſeize ; 
And we find ourſelves happy from morning to 
night, 
By our mutual en deavours to pleaſe, 
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SON G XLVI. 
Compoſed by Mrs. Weir N, and ſung by br. | 


N the days of my childhood, as ſportivel 
1 play *d 
Among the young laſſes around, 
I was fond then of laughing, my grandmothe! 
faid, | 
None mercier ever was fourd ; 
To fl uo the moments with joy and delight, 
{carcely knew What I'd be at; 
Whatever was pleaſing that came to my fight 
1 cuuld not help laughing at that. _ 
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Still the humour prevails, tho' maturer I'm 
grown, 
I am happy to ſmile time away ; 
The frolicks of fancy I ſtill make mv own, 
And pleaſantly ſpin out the day; 
When the dull, or the ſplenetic, cenſure or 
chide 
At my innocent freedom and prate, 
] ticter to hear their nonſenſical pride, 
For I cannot help laughing at that. 


Young Collin declares for a huſband I'm fit, 
So ne courts me from morning to night ; 
On the charms of my perſon diſplays al} 

his wit, 
And I own that it gives me delight; 
He talks of the parſon, the church, and the 
ning, 
In praiſe too of conjugal chat, 
That wedlock, indeed, is an excellent thing, 
So ] mult not get laughing at that. 


At leng' with his wiſhes, if I ſhould comply, 
As at pre ſcat I ſeem to incline, 

If but on his promiſes I may rely, 
Not to check this z0o0c *umour of mine, 


E 4 Is 
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To church with young Collia I'd ſoon trip 


away, 
And anſwer all queſtions quite pat ; 


When it comes to the critical word call'd 
OE, 


I ſhall ſcarcely keep laughing at that. 


SONG XLVII. 


Labour in Vain, 
Sung by Mr. KEN NEO. 


IV ſearch of ſome lambs, from my flocks tha 
had ſtray'd, | 
One lay morn, I roam'd o'er the plain; 
But. alas! after all the enquiries I made, 
I found it wa: Labour in Vain. 


Then, vex'd and fatige'd, I reclin'd on the | 


ſhade, 
And ſung how young Colin the fwain, 
My love to obtain with endearments efſay'c, 
But he figh'd, and he ſooth'd me in vain. 


Ah me, filly fool, - (thus I chid my coy heart), 
Who cou'd let him unpitied complain, 


And 


F 


l 


le 


id 
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And ſuffer a boſom untainted with art, 
To deſpair and to Labour in Vain. 


From the copſe full of rapture my Colin flew 


light, 
Where he lurk'd and had heard my fond 
| ſtrain ; eee 
Now, new (ſaid he) Phœbe, my paſſion 
requite, 


And no more let me Labour in Vain. 


A bluſh gave my hand and my heart to the 
guth, 
While he thank'd me again and again, 
And now to deny a return to his truth, 
Lackaday ! it were Latour in Vain. 


o 


S O NG XLVII. 
"Tis a pity indeed to be ſure. 
Sung by Ir. ARROWSMIT Hs 
122 a ſweet damſelf a tender ſoft tale, 
Each eve as we fat in the ſhade, | 
la hopes that in time my fond ſui: might 
prerail, | 
For ſhe was a delicate maid, 


play'& 


50 A COLLECTION * 


J ſaid that my love was ſo ardent and true, 
Thet nothing my paſſion could cute; 

But ſhe only anſwer'd, ah ! what will you do! 
'Tis a pity indeed to be ſure. 


I play'd on my pipe, and ſung a ſoft ſong, 
The ſentiments warm from my heart: | 

She liſten'd attentive, but then ere *twas long, 
Declar'd it was time to depart. 

I preſ,'d her white hand with a languiſhing 

ſmile, 

And ſail, pity the pangs I endure ; 

But no other antwer cou'd gain all the while, 
Than, *tis pity indeed to be ſure, 


At length litt - Cupid aſſſted my plan, 
To ſoften the nymph to my mind, | 
My wiſhes to den, and my heart mon 
tre an, 
She icon becan.c tender and kind; 
To church the next day ſhe con ſented te go, 
Suſpenſe I no longer endure, | 
For wedlock's the preateii Celight we en 
know, 


"Tis charming indeed to be "ne 


SONG 


| C 


— 
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SONG XLIX. 


Shannon's flowery Banks, 
Sung by Mrs. Kennedy. 


N Summer, when the leaves were preen, 

and bloſſoms deck'd each .ree, 

Young Teddy then declar'd his love, his art- 
leſs love to me: 

On Shannon's flowery banks we fat, and there 
he told his tale, 

Oh, Patty, ſofteſt of thy ſex, O let fond love 
prevail 

Ah! well-a-cay ! you ſee me pine in {orrow 
and deſpair, 

Yet heed me not ;—then let me die, and end 
my grief and care | 

Ah ! no, dear youth, I ſoftly ſaid. ſuch love 
demands my thanks, 

And here I vow ete:nal truth, on Shannen: 5 
flow'ry banks. 


And here we vow'deternal truth, on Shannon's 
flow'ry ba. tes, 
And then we gat! er'd ſweeteil lowetz, and 
play'd ſuc: -rtlefs pranks : 
ut, woe is me ! tre preſs-gang came, and 
forc'd my Ned away, 
| aſt 
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». + Juſt when we nam'd next morning fair to „ 


our wedding. day: — 

My love, he cry'd, they forc'd me hence, but 
ſtiii my heart 1 is thine, 

All peace be your's, my gentle Pat, While 
war and toil be mine, 

Vith ricies [1 return to thee ; I ſobb'd out 
words of thanks, 


And then he vow'd eternal truth on Shannonn W. 
flow'ry banks. 


And then he vow'd eternal truth on Shannon'; | 
flow'rv banks, 

And then I ia him fail away and join the A 
boſlaie ranks : 

From morn to eve, for twelve dull months, | 4 
his abſence ſad I mourn'd, 

The peace was made, the ſhip came back, but 
Teddy ne'e: return d; A 

His beauteous face, his manly form, has wen 
a nobler fair, 


My Te\ldy's falſe, and I forlorn muſt die in 
ſad deſpair. 

Ye gentle maidens ſee me laid, while you 4 
ſtand round in ranks, 

And plan. 2 willow o'er my head, on Shannon's F 

flo ty banks, 


SONG: 
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q $ONG-. L 
The Rural Swain. 


| her range around the ſhady bow'rs, 
And gather all the ſweeteſt flow'rs, 

PI ſearch the garden and the grove, 

wt To make a garland for my Love. 


ut 


le 


When in the ſultry heat of day 
My thirſty nymph doth panting lay, * 
ll haſten to ſome river's brink, 
ns Or drain the ſtream, that ſhe may drink. 


the At night if ſhe ſhould weary prove. 
A graſſy bed I'll make my Love; 
hs; | And with green boughs l'il form a ſhade, 
That nothiag may her reit invade. 
but} 
And when diſſolv'd in ſleep ſhe lies, 
von Myſelf will never cloſe theſe eyes; 
But gazing Qlill with fond delight, 
is l' watch my charmer all the night. 


you And then as ſoon as break of day 

 _ Divides the darkſome thades away, 
20's Forth to the foreit 1'1] repair, 
To ſeek proviton for my fair, 


But 


6 
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But ſhould the nymph, whom thus 1 love, 


15 me cer falle or faithleſs prove; 1 
ÞIl naſten to ſome diſtant ſhore, Ye 
And never think of woman more. f I 
SONG Lt. * 


Kitty's Charms. | 


ITTY's charms, when Jemmy view'd, 

IT:s honeſt heart he loſt; | 

His heaving brealt then plainiy ſhew'd 
How he in love was croſs'd. 


He vgs ' (nit to this fair maid, 
and t,, now great his love: 

Lid x aut i. your heart, ſhe ſaid, 
You might m, favour prove.“ 


He i ore tha. ruth was in his tongue, 


Whers never velt deceit: lan 
My de regen, a ſay how leng A 
In anowifſh m. acl? Suc. 

| | | 5 

She ieav'd a wich told him plaia . . Her 
His ale believe; Lb 


' She laid he mes'd t ſue in vain- 
No longer did ne grieve, 


' 
| 
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| Then to the church they did repair, 5 


In ſacred ties were bound, 
Ye gods! can e'er ſo true a pair 
In Hymen's train be found ? 


SONG LIE. 
Molly of the Mill. 
Sung by Mr. AxRoOWSMITH., 


ET Poets praiſe the flow'ry mead, 
The moſs cla! h:'1;, the dale; 
Tone ſhepherd pip ng 0) ts reed, 
The maid with mA pain; 
The lark who ſoa s va 7:nivns high, 
Or (ſweeil, puriing ll; 
While I breathe forth a tender ſigh, 
Fo: Mclly of the Mill, 


_ 


la vain, to ſing her charms I try, 


And all her beauttes trace; 
Such brilliarcy informs her eye, 
F duch excellence her face, 


ler eaſy ſhape, engaging at”, 


beast with tranſports 61] 
No nymph fo pleafing, or ſo fair, 
As wank; cf the Mull. 

"Tis 
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'Tis not her perſon's charms alone, | 
The beauties of her mind ; B 

Wit, ſenſe, and ſentiment we own, 1.0 
In her are all combin'd ; 

Such is the nymph who ſways my heart, | 
And makes my boſom thrill ; 


Adorn'd by nature more chan art, ' 
Sweet Molly of the Mill. * 


SONG LIV. 
ET the tempeſt of war be heard from afar, 


With trampets” and cannons' alarms; La 
Let the brave, if they will, bv their valour u 
{&11l, s 


Seek houvur and conqueſt in arms, 


To live ſafe, and retire, is what I deſite, 
Of my flocks and mv Hebe poſſeſt; 

For in them | obtain true peace, without pain, 
And the laiting enjoyment of reſt. | 


In ſome cottage or cell, like a ſhepherd, u] N. 
dwell, | | 
From all interruption at eaſe ; 
In a peaceable life, to be bleit with a wife, oy 
Who will tudy her huſband to pleaſe, 
SONG 


, 
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SONG LV. 


Ov E's a gente, gen'reus paſtor, 


zin, 


| Source of a'l iubline delight; 
When with mutual inchnatien, 
Two fond Learts in one vnite, 


What are titles, pcmp, or riches, 
if cempar'd with t:ue centent? 
That falſe joy which now beuitcbes, 
When obtain'd we may repent, 


Law'eſs paſſic n brings vexaticn, 
But a chaſte and conſtant love, 
Is a glorious emulation 
Of the bliſsful ſtate above. 
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SONG LVI. 
Love's a Tempeſt. 


OVE's a tempeſt, life the ccean, 
Patlions croſs'd the deep deform ; 


| Rude and raging tho” the moticn, 


| Virtue fearleſs braves the florm. 


Storms and tempeſts may blew over, 
And ſabſice to gentle gales 3 
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So the poor deſpairing lover, 


When leaſt hoping, oft prevails. BS. 
SONG LVII. | Fi 
The Conſtant Tar. | 
OVE, like the wind, is often — 
Like the ſea it ebbs and flows; 


Let the youth whoſe heart is ranging. 
Fear the nymph whom moſt he knows, | 


But give me, Fate, one faithful pilot, 
To direct and guide my ſoul: 
Changing lovers then I'll ſmile at, 
She's my magnet, ſhe's my pole. | 
6 


SONG LVIII. 
Love's the Tyrant of the Heart. 


A favourite Cantata. | 
OVE's the tyrant of the heart, 


Full oi miſchief, full of woe, | 
All his joys are full of ſmart, . 


Thorns beneath his roſes grow. þ 


Ries 


* — 28 
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ReciTartve. 


| Thus ſung a poor forſaken maid, 

| By folly, not by love betray'd ; 

Fe fair, while virtue ſteels yeur breaſt, 
Fond love can ne'er diſturb your reſt. 


How ſweet is love, when virtuc 's guide, 
How tranquil is the mind, 
As ſmooth as ſummer's peaceful tide, 
| As grateſul and as kind, 


| The morning breaks ſerenely clear, 
To welcome in the day, 

The evening comes without a fear, 
| And love our toils repay. 


SONG LIX 


Y dog and my miſtreſs are both of 2 
| ind, 
| As tickle as fancy, inconſtant as wind; 
| My dog follows ev'ry ſtrange heel in the 
ſtreets, 
And my miſtreſs is fond of each fellow he 
þ 


meets, 
F 2 Yet 


g 
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Vet in ſpite cf ber arts I'll rot make the wy 
(tr; te, An. 
But be chearr, and merry, and happy as 
life, 1 | 
By! 
Go \l;its whore ſhe vil, and v enever (iz B al 
10 als, ; 


Her conduct hall ne%er my philoſuphy teaze; 
Her freedom ſhall never embitter my glee, 
One woman's the ſame as ancther to me ; 
$5, in ſvite of her airs, I'll not make che lea 
ſtrife, | 
But be cheary, &c, 


[ laugh at the wretches who fup'a!y pine, 
For faiſe-bearted gypſies, they title divine; 
At the wer.t of my love fits no phtvtic I aſk, 

But that which is found ia the bowl or the; 
flaſk ; 8 

For go things how they will, I'll not make 
the leaſt ſtrife, 


_ Bur be chea- y, &c.. | 

The girl that behayes with gaod-numant } 1 
and ſe ne, | 

hail bill to my beart have the war: met pre 4 


rence; 


Ard 
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20 
51 for thoſe that would jilt me, Cecoive, and 
2 betray, 

la hone der bumpers I'll waſh them away, 
Lis my final r2:olve, not t mak? the lea. 
ſtrife, 

But be cheary, &c. 
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SON. G LX. 
ES Paſtoral, by Shenſtone. 
| S.t by Mr. Arne. 
Y banks are all farn:11'd wita bees, 
1 i Vaoſe murmar lavites ene to il-ep; 
My grc:tes a.e ſhaded with trevs, 
And my h.lis are white over with ſlezp: 
L {-idom have met wich a loſs, 
= WF Such healch do my founta.ns veſtow z 
&y Cuatainas all border'd with mots, 
Ls | Waere the hare bells and v.0 eis grow, 
V tcrs the hare bells and viilets grow. 


— 
——— 
— 


E. 


have found out a gift for my fair, 
| kave found wheie the vod pigeons breed; 
Lat let me that plunder ferbsar; 
She'll ay 'was a ba barcus deed; 
Tor ben er c uld be true, ſhe avert'd, 
F Was chu: A poor bird cf it. young: 


E 3 ] love. 


ur 


Ee · 7 
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J lov'd her the more when I heard 
Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue, |} 
Such tenderneſs, Qc. 


But where does my Phillida tray ? 

And where are her grots and her bow'rs ? 

Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 
And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours ? 

The groves may perhaps be as fair, 

And the face of the valleys as fine; 

The ſwains may in manners compare, | 
But their love is not equal to mine, | 
But their love is not equal to mine. | 

| 


NN AT. 


SONG LXI. | 
Theie are Women as artful as they. 


Surg by Mr. WrrcnuTEN at Vauxhall. 


Y pride is to hold all mankind in 1 +1 
chain, | 
'I he conquelt I prize, tho” the ſlaves I diſdain, 
Jil tezz: them and vex them, 


it plagae and perplex them, _ 


Since men try all arts our weak ſex to betray, } 
I'll-f:cw them a woman as aritul as they. 


Young 4 


or CHOICE SONGS. yt 


Young Damon purſued me, and Strephon, 
vain youth, 
They meant to deceive, yet they boaſted of 
truth ; 
They kneel and they trembl'd, 
| ſmil'd and diſſembl'd; 
I ſaw a'l their arts were but meant to betray, 
And prov'd there were women as artful as they. 


» 


Then hear me, ye nymphs, and my counſel 
believe, 
Reſiſt all their wiles, the deceivers deceive ; 
Their chanting and whining, 
Their tyhing and pining, 
- Are all meant as baits our weak ſex to betray; 
Then prove there are women as artful as they. 
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SONG LXII. 


O glory I cover, no riches I want, 
Ambition is nothing tome; 
mþþ + The de ching I beg of kind Ieav'n to grant, 
Is a mind iaderendent and tree. 


A With paſſions unrufi:d, untaiated with pride, 

| By reaſon my life let me :quare : 

„ The wants of my nature are cheaply ſupply'd, 
1 And the reſt are but folly and care, 


F 4 The 
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Toe h: 42 155 weich Providence freely bas lent, 
be y 41 * and 44 it2tul. * prize ; 
VV it: } ( * $4 me 7 tation, 4 cht ar fu! Content, 


Shi'l mik2 m2 Þ ih healthy and wile, 


In the pleaſare the great man's poſit ſſiots 
05 e 
Unenvy' li cha) lenge my fart, 
F ur ev'er "Tits 65 ct my erer can larrey, 
Centribates : 12 Iden my beatt. 


How va ny, tar? infaise trouble and life, 
The many their lavours employ ! 
giace all that is truly delighifa! in life 
Since a1 £300 * 5 * l = , e, 
Is what all, if they will, may enjoy, 


SONG. LAlll, 
Cupid Ti:unphant. 


OW's the time for n:i;th and pee, 
N Sing and love, and laugh with me; 
Cupid i, my theme ct dare, | 
I's his godinip's fame and glory. 
How a '1 yield unto his law, 
Fla, ha, ka, ha, ba, ba. 


O'er the grave. an! c er the e 8er. 


_— 


Cupid takes his Gap cf play: 


te 


: 


* 
— —_ 


Fi 


r SUNG3: 75 


He makes herce qu:t their glory, 
He's the god muſt fan'd in Rory ; 
Pend ag then jato b's law, 

Ila, ka, ba ba, ba, ha. 


Sy tie ur chin deal, his darts, 
W.thou: piiy plic"cing hearts; 
Cup: trium ch: ever panhons, 
Not rezardivg rode or fatliions, 
Firml; hx'd is Cups law, 


Ila, ha, ha, ba, ha, ha. 


You mas dgubt: theſe things are true; 
hat thev'te facts 'twixt me and yu: 
hen ve mn an! mais be wars 
Im vou meet before yu mar:y, 
Cay) will is ſolely la. 
la, Fa, ha, ha, ba, Ba. 


o 008 20 2200) C00) d CO 206 "0" 260 v6 c "1200 200% vc. 004 oy 
n 
ine Roſe, 


N YU Aver that tr uws i like this r le, 


Or fats fich perlume, 
on my d eat ch! gent; telt, 
And ever eve blem 


| 
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Dear pledge to prove a parent's love, | 
A pleaſing gift thou art, 
Come ſweeteſt flow'r, and, from this hour, | 
Live henceforth in my heart. 
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SONG LXV. | 
The LOVE WRANGLE. A Pas ren 


INTERLUDE, 
Set by Mr. Hook. 
REciTAaTive. — Mr. AgrRowSMITH, | 


NCE one a time, no matter when e 
where, 
A wrangling (cene toc place—it was not ben 


Three maidens fair arraign'd a luckleſs ſwan, 


Who'd dar'd to court them all, and not it 
vain ? 
But, ere too late, they found the h 
| plan, | 
Thus met, they tried to ſhame the ue 
man, 


And friendly Chorus thus his part began. ) 


FirsT CHhonrvges. 


Come, ſtand round ye Swains, and ye Maiden 
draw near; 


A ſhepherd! 


V' 


I 
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A ſhepherd's accus'd, and the witneſſes here. 
Here, here, here, here ! 


If guilty, condemn him, if innocent ſpare, 


The nymphs who are wrong, let them hicher 
repair. 
Here, here, here, here ! 


Begin then the charge, who have cauſe to 
complain. 


Are the parties all ready? Where, where is 


the ſwain ? 
Here, here. here, here! 


SON GG LXVI. 
Mrs. WElCHSELL., 
* _ pretty things, both by night and 
| by day, 
TEN not your fond cuſtom to promiſe and 
ay ? 

You preſt me, 

Careſt me; 
I hardly was able to anſwer you, nay, 


But then you could go, and to others be kind, 
Try to bring other maidens as much to your 
mind ; 


Careſt 


76 A COLLECTION | 
Carefſt them. 'f 


An preit ii.cm ; 
I ſaw not your falſli:od, for love made me 


Llind, | 
Tf 
But now all my fo 1}; Iteſ-1s tur nd 1ato _ 1 W. 
1 will have my Icvenge, you all fect us | By 
from Kate: 
l' havnt ye, If 
To daudt ye: 
May horns and ſa{p.civn thro? life be your | 
fats? | 
oN G IXVII. | 
LI. WRIGHTESN. 
To court at one time, three young maid-, ye | 
bad ef t-- - W 
How wel! you muſt think cf that creature, 
yourſ-]; f | 0 


One uf us, I fancy, might very well do; | 
You'll pad me en..uth ot all ccnfcience, for | 


y -u. 


What wou'd you have dene if ali ti:ree bad At 

comp iy'd ? 
»The law . I N Cue U. e, Le 'Q Can have but ore | 
beide. 


If 


| or CHOICE SONGS. 77 


If | had been rated one thr] of a wife, 

In my rage I had made ycu be try d for your 
e lite, 

' 

If once we could do without love and the men, 
We ſhould not be cozen'd again and again: 
is | But love is our errand, and ſyains ſpeak their 

mind; 
if _ were more ſheepith, we might be tco 
ind, 


SONG LXVIII. 


Arr. KENNEDY. 


When you kreel'd at my feet, 
And you kiſs'd me ſo ſweet, 
What was I to think or to do? 
With joy and with pain, 
l ſaw my dear ſw ain 
Oh! I had not been in love but for you? 


To win a poor heart, 
And leave its young owner to grieve ? 
| Tho” a dupe to your charms, 
oe | am fafe from your arms, 
| And the tongue that was made to deceive. 


| | Ge? 


for | | 
— | Was it werth ſo much art, 
kad 
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Get you gone, you ſoft lout, 'F 
For your tricks are found out ; y. 
Be hooted for this off the plain; 1 
May the nymph ne'er be true, 1 
Who is courted by you; 4 
May you love and be lov'd not again, | Le 


SONG LXIX. 


Mr. AR ROWSMuirn. Le 

I'm not to be ſtinted in love, — 
Nor yet to be ſtinted in ladies; ys 

I thought I could bill like a dove ; — 
And courting my pleaſure and trade is. | W 

I lik'd one for the charms of her face; 5 


For wit and for wiſdom another; 
The third, for a nameleſs ſoft grace; 
Then why 1s ſo mighty a pother ? 


Put all theſe perfections in one; | 
To one! only one, I 11 be ſteady; 
But ſurely the ſwain you won't ſhun, | ( 


Who for three at a time could be ready? 
1 


QUARTETTO, 


Oh! ſpare me, and think of my youth! 


To 
You're a foe both to virtue and truth. ; 4 Hay 
BY 


oF CHOICE SONGS 7 


I never have done ſo before, 
You never ſhall do ſo once more, 
'Twas love put it into my head, 
We believe not a word you have ſaid. 
A mark ſhould be ſet on the ſwain, 
| Leſt he cheat and deceive us again. 


LasT CHorvs. 

| Let ſweet love be ſtill the Paſſion, 
Let not falſhood be the faſhion ! 
One for one, is ſure intended: 
And the rule cannot be mended. 
One's enough in any reaſon, 

When dear Hymen is in ſeaſon : 

Love for Love will make us jolly ; 
Love for three is crime and folly. 


SONG LXX. 

The Wedding Day. 

O* night, as poor Colin lay muſing on 
bed | 


With his heart full of love, and a vaporous 
head, 


To wing the dull hours, and his ſorrows allay, 
How ſweetly he ſung of his wedding _ IN 
| W 
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O what would I give for a wedding day! 
Q what would 1 g.ve fur a wedding day! 
Wealth and ambition I'd loſe you awar, 
With all you can beaſt for a wedding Car. 


Should the Heavens bid me ac, and with F 


freedom implo e, 


One bliſs for the anguiſh I ſuffer'd before, 

For jeſſy, dear Jeſſy, alone would I pray, 

And graſp my whole wiſhen my vwecding Cay, 
Bleit be che approach cf my wedding Cay, 
I'll hail my dear nymph on my wedcCing day; 
Earth ſmiles moe charming, and heaven 


more gayv, 


And happineis dawns cn my wedCing Cay, 


But Luna, vho equally fov'reign preſide“, 

O'er hearts of the ladies, and flow of the tides, 
Unhappily changes—has changed her mind! 
Fate! could a wife prove e'cr conflant or 


kind ? 


Why was I born to a wedding day! 
Curſt, ever curit be my wedding day. 
'Colin, poor Colin, has changed his ley, 


And dates all his plagues f. om his wedding 


Cav, 


Bachelo's 


f 


| ; 


| 
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Bachelors, be warn'd by the ſhepherd's diftreſs, 
Be * your freedom to meaſure your 
na des 

Nor fall to the witchcraſt of beauty a prey, 

And blaſt all your hopes on a wedding day! 
Horns are the gift of a wedding Cay | 
Want and a ſcold crowns a wedding day! 
Happy's the gallant has a wife while he may, 
And prefers a ſtiff rope to a wedding day. 


SONG LXXI. 


The Parting Kiſs. 


NF, kind kifs before we part, 
Drop a tear and | d adieu, 
Tho? wa ſever; my f +4 heart, 
Till we meet, ſa... pant for you- 


Yet, yet weep not fo mv love, 
Let ine kiſs inat falling tear, 
Tho' my body mutt remeve, 
All my foul ſtall fill be here, 


All my ſ:u! and all my heart, 
Ey'ry wiſh ſhall pant for you, 

One kind kiſs, then, ere we part, 
Drop a tear and bid adicu. 


WE 5 O N' 


"Ez. A COLLECTION 
SONG LXXII. 


Far thrae FVeices, by 


HILLIS, my faireſt, how can you deny 
me, 

So conſtant 2 lover ſute never came nigh thee; 

Conſtant in love, ever faithful in duty, 


Bewitch'd by thy charms, and enſlav'd by thy | - 


| beauty ; 
Nay, ſuch is thy power, I vow and declare, 
That I'm rais'd up to heaven, or ſunk down 
to deſpair, 


| 
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SONG LXXIII. 


For two Voices. 


UOTH Jack, oa a time to Tom, II 


declare it, 


Pyc a mind we theuld fuddle our noſes wit 
Clare it, 

Says Tom, it will do you more harm than yen 
think, 

Fie on you, fazs Jack, who can live withou 
drink ? : | 

Pl ne'er bauik my wine, here's to thy repoſe.” 

Tom pretends not to drink, pray look at h 


noſe. | 
SONG 


rn 
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SON GG LXXII. 
Set by Mr. Boyce. 


AlL no more, ye learned aſſes, 
»Gainſt the joys the bowl ſupplies; 


Sound its depth, and fill your glaſſes, 


Wiſdom at the bottom lies: 
Fill them higher till and higher, 
Shallow draughts perplex the brain; 
Sipping quenches all our fire, 
Bumpers light it up again, 


Draw the ſcene for wit and pleaſure, 
Enter Jollity and joy: 

We for thinking have no leiſure, 
Manly mirth is our employ : 

Since in life there's nothing certain, 
We'll the preſent hour engage ; 

And when death ſhall drop the curtain, 
With applauſe we'll quit the ſtage. 


SONG 
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8 ONG LXXv. | 
The Diſappointed Lover, 


From the Poor Sori. 


INCE Kathleene has prov'd ſo untruy, * 
ri tol, 

Poor Darby, ah! what can you do? ri tol, 

No longer lll ſtay here a clown, tal, 


But ſell off and gallop to town, tol de, 
I'll dreſs and ſtrut with an air, tol de, 


The barber ſhall twiggle my hair, tol, 


In town I ſha!l cut a great dzhh ; 
But tow for to compaſs the caſh—— 
At gaming, perhaps | may win, 
With cards I can take the flats in, 
Or truncle falſe dice and they're nick'd, 
|: found out, I ſhall only be kick'd, 


Put, firſt, for to pet a great name, 
\ cuel ſhall *ftab!iiſh my fame; 
lo my man then a challenge I'll write, 
But firſt lll be fure he won't fight, | 
We'll ſwerr rot to part till we fall, 
Phen fhoct vitkourt pewder—the devil a ball, 


O NG 


8 


Pe: 


] 
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SONG LXXVI. 
Sung by Mrs. We1cHsELL. 


OFTLY ſound the mart:al trumpet, 
Now the din of war 1s o'er : 
Peace, fair Maid, prepare a banquet, 
Lzutel'd heroes pant no more. 


A calm retreat, where roſes twine 
With molly role, and ſweet woodbine, 


Shall recompence your toil and care ;— 
You've ſheath'd the ſword—now guard Ae 
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SONG LXXVI. 
WI nTIEA.—A Paſeeral. 


all, 


| CPRING, Autumn, and Summer are paſt, 


The winds begin bleakly to blow, 
And Winter comes forward in hafle, 
All clad in his mantle of ſnow. 
The Zephyrs affrighted are fled, 
While he ſpreads it all over the green : 
The Genius of Nature ſcems dead, 
And ſadneſs pervades ev'ry ſcene. 


G 3 Ah! 


! 
| 
| 
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Ah! where is the all-plaſtic pow'r. 
Whoſe vigour fo lately appear'd, 
When the jeſſamine bloom'd in the bower, 
When the voice of the linnet was heard ? 
Waile the fravranc? of rotes freſh blows 
Was borne en the wrongs of the gale; 
As the Spring in fuli radiance ſhone, 
And harmony breath'd thro' the vale. 


Yonder thorn, which ſo horrid is ſeen, 


Then with blooms all gem-like was crown'd, 


And the land ſcape was gay and ſerene, 
Which now looks fo louring around. 

Taue ftreams now bound ug by the froſt, 
In beauteous meanders then roll'd ; 

And thele clouds that by tempeſts are toſs'd, 
Glitter'd gaily with purple and gold. 


*T was then with my Delia, ſweet maid, 
To the woodlands and hamlets I rov'd, 

How pleaſant the ſcenes where | ſtray'd, 
Alone with the maid that I lov'd. 

Scarce a mead or a vale but receiv'd 

Some mark of our amorous flame ; 

$carce a tree o'er the ſtreamlet that wav'd 

But was carv'd with my fair virgin's name. 


But 


<<” 5 
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But the ſeaſon of pleaſure is paſt, 
Alas it will never return, 
That bliſs was too precious to laſt : 
I have nothing to do but to mourn, 
| My Delia abandon'd the plain, 
* With the ſummer ſhe quitred the ſhore, 
| The ſommer will glad us again; 
| But her preſence will chear me no more. 
| Then farewel mv pipe and my crook ! 
My f! deep all neglected may ray, 
Sige e ple: a:are my bra b Las for ſock, 
| can tend them no more the long day; 
| Bur ia Evterts all ſhagged with thorns; 
Like tome chot, d tcontented I've rave, 
D-\ſoairing, diflrifted, foriarn, 
Cumplaintag cf DEL1a and love, 


* 
» 
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SONG LXXVII, 
Delia. 
Set by Dr. Ar se. 
8 { pleaſing pains unknown before, 


My beating boſom fee! 
When 1 behold the peaceful bo 
Waere deareſt Delia dwells. | 
G 4 There 
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. 


There daily dol drive my flock, 
Ah happy, happy vale, 
nere ſigh and look, and while I leck. 
My lghs increaſe the gale. 


Someiimes at midnight do [ ſtray, 
Beneath the inclement ſkies, 
Andthere my true devotion pay 
To Delia's ſleep- ſeal'd eyes; 
So pious pilgrims nightly roam, 

With tedious travel faint, 
To kits alone the clay-cold tomb 
Ot ſcme lov'd favourite ſaint. 


Ou tell, ye ſhades that hold my fair, 
And all my bliſs contain, 

Ah, why ſhou'd ye thoſe blefings hare 
For which 1 iigh in vain : 

Bat let me not at fate repine, 
Or thus my priefs impart, 

She's not your tenant, the is mine, 
ter Ranken is my heart, 


SONS 


KW 
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SONG LXXVIII. 


The Parting Lovers. 
8 glory calls I muſt away, 


Dear Nancy, why theſe tears? 
Thy Willlam's duty i 1s to ſway 
His fwerd, and ſcorn all fears. 


* gallant Rodney on the main, 
e' dare each hoſtile foe ; 
104 firmly brave the worſt of pain, 
Nor fear no fatal blow. 


Wat if a ball ſhould end my cares, 
Le: not my love repine ; 

Believe the heart which ſcorn'd all fcars, 
Till death was only thine. 


SONG LXXIX, 


MILE, Smile! Britannia, Smile! 
Thy Genius comes again, 
To guard thy fruitful Ille, 
5 And thunder oer the main: 
Thy gallant Sans diſdain their eaſe 
To crown thee mittreſs of the ſexs, 


Thy gallant Sons, &c. 


ce 


95 A COLLECTION 


While dauntlefs they advance 
And bid the Cannons 1oar, 
Tney'l] ſcourge the prile of France, 
And ſhake the Gallic ſhore : 
Deriding l'empeſts o'er the waves, 
With courage never known to ſlaves, 


The decks all ſtain'd with blood, 
The bullets wing'd with tate, 
The wide and reſtleſs flood 
Caooct tnei- flame abate. 
In Iloop and AaAnnttiKGTON awake 
The duuls of KusstL ang cf Blake. 


Britons, purſue tas blow, 

Like Sons of Frcevom üght; 5 
Convince the haughty toe 

That you'll maintain your right, 
Defance bid to Prance and Spain, 
Aſſert your empire o'er the main. 
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8 0 N G LEELA OV » 
Jockey to the Fair. 


as cn the morn of ſweer May day, 
1 When Nature painted al] things gay, 
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When birds did ſing and lambs did play, 
And gild the meadows fair: 

Young Jockey early, in the morn 

Aroſe and tript it o'er the lawn ; 

| His Sunday cloaths the youth put on, 

For Jenny hal vow'd away to run 

With Jockey to the Fair. 

For Jenny, &c. 


| The chearful parith bells had rung; 

With chearful f2p3 he trudg'd along, 

With ſow'ry garlands round him hung, 
Which Shepherds vs* to wear; 

He tapt the window © haie my Jos ; 

Jenny impatient cry'd who's there ? 

is l my lore, and 2 one rear, 

Step gently down, you?-e nought to fear, 
With Jockey to the fair. 


— — 
* 


| My cad ard mammy's faſt aſl-ep, 

My brother's up and with the ſheep ; 
And will you now Your promiſe keep ? 
Winch I| Lave heard you ſwear ? 

And + you eve conſlant prove | ? 
I will, by a: che pos above, 
And ne'er Gecoive my content core ; 
Diſpel theſe deubrs and bake my love 
With Jockey to the fair. 


© Deho'd 
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* Behold the ring,” the ſhepherd cry'd, ' 


Will Jenny be my charming brice 2 
Let Cupid be our happy guide, 
And Hymen meet us there. 
Then Jockey did his vows renew, 
He would be conſtant, would be true; 
His word was pledg'd, away ſhe flew, 
O'er cowllips tipt with balmy dew, 
With Jockey to the fair, 


In raptures meet the joy ful throng 
Of gay companions blithz and young, 


Each join the dance, each join the ſong 


To hai: the happy pair. 
In turns there's none ſo fond as they, 
They bleſs the kind propitious day, 
The ſmiling morn of blooming May, 
When lovely Jenny ran aua; 

With Jockey to the fair. 
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SNG - LYXYXXIE. 


Roſlin Caſtle. 
7 WAS in that ſeaſon of the year, 


When all things gay and ſweet appear, 


That Colin with the morning ray, 
Aroſe, and ſung his rural lay ; 


| 


Of Nanny's charms the ſhepherd ſung, 
The hills and dales with Nanny rung, 

While Roflin caltle heard the ſwain, 

And eccho'd back the chearful ſtrain. 
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. Awake, ſweet muſe, the breathing ſpring, 

| With rapture warms, awake and fing ; 
Awake, and join the vocal throng, 

And hail the morning with a ſong : 
To Nanny raiſe the chearful lay, 

O bid her hafle and come away; 

In ſweeteſt ſmiles herſelf adorn, 

And add new graces to the morn, 


O hark, my love, on ev'ry ſpray 
Each feather'd warbler tunes his lay; 
'Tis beauty fres the raviſh'd throng, 
And love inſpires the melting ſong ; 
Then let my taviſh'd notes ariſe, 
„Por beauty darts from Nanny's eyes, 

And love my riſing boſom warms, 
And fills my ſoul with ſweet alarms. 


O come, my love, thy Colin's lay, 
1 With rapture calls, O come away; 

TY Come, while the muſe this wreath ſhall twine 
| | Around that modeſt brow of thine, 


of |- O hither 
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O hither halte, and with thee bring 
That beauty, blooming like the ſpring, 
Thote graces that divin.ly ſhine, 

And charm this raviſh'd heart of mine. 


SONG  LXXYIT. 
Your Rhino rattle, 


A Favourite New Song in the Opera of 
FonTAINBLEAU, 


HE Britiſh Lion is my ſign, 
A roaring trade I drive on 
Right Engliſh uſage, neat French wine, 
A Landladv may thrive on: 
At Table de Hote, to eat and drink, 
Let French and Engliſh mingle ; 
And while to me they bring the chink, 
Faith let the glaſſes jingle. 


Your Rhino rattle, come 
Men and cattie, come 
All to Mrs. Caſey : 
Of trouble and money, 
My jewel, my boney, 
I'll warrant Fil make you eaſy, 


When 


When 
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| Rag ditherum doodle, nagety, nagety, tr agety 


rum, 
And gooſetherum foodle, fidgety, hdgerys 
nigety, mum. 


ö Dear Kathleene then why did you flout me, 


A lad that's ſo coſey and warm, 
Oh ! every thing's handſome about me, 
My cabin and ſnug little farm. 


Sing ditherum, &c. 


What tho” I have ſcrap'd up no money, 
| Ne duns at wy chamber attend; 
On tunday | rice on my poney, 
And ſtill have a b.: for 2 frieunxe. 
Sing ditherum, CC. 5 
The ccck courts bis bens all arourd me, 
The tpzrrow, the pigeon, and dove; 


Oh! buw ell tis ceurting contounds me, 
hen I look and think cn my love. 


Sing ditheram, &c. 


14 SON 6 
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SONG LXXXY, 


From the Opera of FonTAInNBLEAU, 
Sung by Mr. JoansTonNe. 


Y morning of life, ah, how tranquil 
how bright! 
No care found a place in my breaſt ; 
My noon now is evening, and ſoon muſt be 
right, 
Anigat witnout comfort or reſt, 


The flood how reſplendent with clear azure 
ſkies ! 

Tho? tempting, too late, to his coſt, 

Beneath, for his heaven who wantoaly tries, 

In ſtreams of falſe pleaſure is loſt, 


SONG LXXXVI. 
Sang by Mrs. BANNISTER, 


H, lingering time, why with us ſtay 
When abſent love we mourn ! 

And why ſo nimbly glide away 

At our true love's return ! 


Ah, gentle time, the youth attend, 
Whoſe abſence here I moura ; 


—ͤ— 


| 


The | 


Juil 
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The chearful hours in pity ſend 
That bring my love's return. 


I feel my heart with rapture beat ; 
No longer ſhall I mourn ; 

My lover ſoon with ſmiles ll meet. 
And hail his dear return. 


"J's ON G LXXXVIL 
Sung by Miſs Wu ERL ER. 


EARC H all the wide creation round, 
On earth, or air, or deep profound, 


Io ſome great univerſal end, 


Power, ſenſe, inftin&, reaſon, tend; 
'Tis love, ſweet univerſal love! 


Why Ph@&bus ſmile upon the morn ? 


| Why lend a ray to Dian's horn? 


Why flowers perfume the breath of ſpring ? 
Or why do birds on hawthorns fing ? 
»Tis love, ſweet univerſal love! 


With honour join'd, h! form'd to bleſs, 

Tay power let every Leart confeſs ; 

If fenſe and a: but remove, 

The bandage rom the eyes of love, 
Of love, iweet univerſal love! 


H 2 SONG 
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SONG: ELXXXVIHE 
Sung by Mr. Epwin, 


N Lendon mvlife is a ring of delight, 
In trols! keep up the day and ile night; 
I ſnocze at the Hummums till twelve, perhaps 
| later, 

T rattle the be:l, ard I rcar up the waiter: 
Yeur honour, favs he, and tips me a eg, 
He brirgs me my tea, bot | ſwallow an egg 
For tea in the mornine's a ſion | renounce, 
So i Gown wita a glaſs of right cherry bounce, 


With ſwearing, tearing, ranting, jaunting, 

flaſhing, ſmaſhing, ſmacking, cracking, 
rumbling, tumbling ; 

Laughing, quafiing, ſmoaking, joaking, ſwag- 
gering, ſtaggering; 

So thouxhtleſs, ſo knowing, fo green and ſo 
mellow ; 

This, this, is the life of a ſrolickſcme fellow. 


My pha'ton I mount, and the plebs they all 
fare, 

] handle wy eins, ard wyelbews! :quare ; 

My ;en:irs to rlump, and 7s white as a lilly, 

Trog ball Mall I foark 1 it, and up Picca- 
dille; 


ill 


GS vs. 
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Till long a wheel, egad down I come ſmack, 

So at Naightibridge! throw m: ſelf into a hack; 

At Tatterſall's fl: ing a 18 over my nag, 

Thus viſit for dinger, hen dreſs in a bag. 
With ſwearing, ge. 


I roll round the Garden, and call at the Reſe, 
And then at both Play houſes pop ia my nole; 
I lounge in che lobby, laugh, ſwear, ſlide and 
{wagger, 
Talk loud, take my money, and out again 
ſtagger. i 
meet at the Shakeſpeare a good natured ſoul, 
Then down to our club at St. James's I roll; 
The joys of the night are a thouland at play, 
And thus at the finiſh begin the next day. 
With ſwearing, &c. 


wy 
4 
"— 
1 
— 
1 


SONG LXXXIX. 
Sung b . JoHNsFOWS, 


ET Fame ſound the trumpet, and cry 
„ to the war!“ 
Let glory re- cho the ſtrain ; 
The full tide of honour may flow from the ſcar, 
And heroes may ſmile on their pain. 


H 3 Tbe 
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The treaſures of Autumn let Bacchus diſplay, 
And ſtagger about with his bow]; 
On ſcience, let Sol beam the luſtre of day, 
And wiſdom give light to the ſoul, 


Let India unfold her rich gems to the view, 
Each virtue, each] v to im prove; 

Oh. give me the friend that I irnow to be true, 
And the fair that I tenderly love! 


What's glory but pride? a vain bubble is fame, 
And riot the pleaſure of wine; 

What's riches but trouble? and title's a name, 
But friendſhip and love ate diving ! 


SONG XC. 
THE MEARMIT. 
By DRA. Brearie. 


T the cloſe of the day, when the hamlet 
is ſtill, 
And mortals the ſweets of forgetfulneſs 
prove ; | 
When nought but the torrent is heard on the 
hall, 
And nought but the nightingale's ſong in 
grove : 


'T was 


27, 
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"Twas then by the cave of a mountain reclin'd, 

A hermit his nightly complaint thus began; 

Though mournful his numbers, his ſoul was 
reſign'd, | 

He thought as a ſage, tho' he felt as a man. 


Ah! whv thns abandon'd to darkneſs and woe? 
Way thus lovely Philomel flov's thy ſad 
train, 
For briag ſhall return and a lover beſtow, 
And thy boſom no trace of misfortune 
retain ? 
Yet if pity inſrire thee, Oh! ceaſe not the lay, 
Moura, 11+ teſt compleiner, can calls thee 
0.220% 5 
Oh! facthe him whoſe py... ures like thine 
ps away, | 
Full quich' they paſs, but they never 
return. 


Now gliding remote on the ve he wn), 
The moon half ezüingviſh'd her creſcent 
diſpays 5 
But lately I mark'd, When ajenic on hig. 
She ſhon2, and the planes tte loſt in ber 
blaze; 


H 4 Koll 
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Rojt on, thow fair oro, and with gladneſt 


put ſue 
The path that <c:4utts thee to ſplendor 
again; 
Bu* na's faded glory no change ſhall renew, 
A ol! to exult in a glory lo yain, 


Ti: nt, and the landſcape is lovely no 
more, 

i mourn, but ye woodland: 1 mourn not for 
vou; 


Por me is approaching your charms to reſtore, 
Pertnm'd with *reib fragrance, and glit- 
Vring with dew ; 
Nor yet for the ravage of winter I mourn, 
Yind nature the embryo bloſſom will fave ; 
But when frail ſpring viſit the mouldering 
urn? 
Oh! when ſhall it dawn cu the night of the 
grave? 


FD r 


SONG XCl. 


L gentle gales ! that fan the air, 
And wanton in the flow'ry grove, 
Go Shiſper to my abſent fair, 


My fecret pains and endleſs love, 


And 


| 


| 


neſi | 


| 
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And in the ſultry noon of day, 

Whea ſhe ſhall ſeek ſume ccol retreat, 
Throw ſpicy odours in her way, 

And ſco ter roſes at her feet. 


And when ſie ſees their beauty ſade. 
And all their Pride neglected lie; 
Let it inſtruct ne lovely maid, 
That ſweets not gather'd timely die. 


And when ſhe lavs key down to reſt, 
Let ſome auſpicious viſion ſhew 

Who *t1s that loves Amelia beſt, 
And what for her I undergo, 


FS 
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SONG KXClI. 
Sung by Mr. BaNRNISTER. 


ALK not of your dirty acres, 
Arts plebeian fink the mind, 
Tallow-chandlers, butchers, bakers, 
Are to real glory blind. 
In a tide of gold and guineas, 
Like Pactolus“ tho? you roll, 
Trade got wealth, diſeaſe, and fin is 
The yellow jaundice of the ſoul. 


Let 


105 AGCOLLECTION 
Let not me poſſeſs a ſhilling 


To make me rich, no riches give, | = 
Fill my coffers, as you're filling | * 
They ſhall empty like a ſieve. | 1 
I, if money buras my pocket, M 
Periſh in a glorious fire; | | 
You keep winking in the focket, |. Fe 

And in ſmoke and ſtink expire. 
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SONG XC. y 


A Bacchanaliar Song. 
As Jung by Rr. AxROWSMITHe | N 
Set &y Mr. Arne. 


HEN here's to thee Tom, and hete's tw | 


thee Will, | ] 
Since we're met, lat us ſing and let's merilly 
quaff; N 


The bottle and bowl ſian't a moment ſtand 
ſtill, 
Who knows when again we thus gayly may 


laugh ! 
This day is our own, be the day without 
ſorrow, | 
For life, mv brave boys, may be over to- 
Morrow? 


What'er 
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Whate'er you intend, or to do, or to ſay, 
Make ſure of the preſent. and all will go right; 
For he who has liv'd as he ought the whole day, 
May fleep with content on his pillow at night. 

Make ſure of to-day, that the next may'nt be 

ſorrow, | 
For life, my brave boys, may be over to- 
morrow, 


Ye lovers who're young, and more fo, who 
are old, 
Neglect not a moment to make the fair kind; 
| For love has got wings. and your girls may be 
cold, 
to If to day you can't get them to be cf your mind, 
If you loſe but an hour, it may be to your 
y ſorrow, 
Lore and life my brave boys, may be over 
4 to- morrow. 


| Then truſt not to morrow, to-morrow's not 
here, 
| To-dav is the ſeaſon for buſineſs or play; 
Who have not loſt their time, can have no- 
thing to fear ; 
Who thinks of to-morrow is loſing to-day. 
| Now 
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| diu 
Now, now is cur own. not of time let W 1 
borrow 3 And 
Let us live as if lite held be over to morrow, © VW 
NG XCIV.- | 
A PasTotal.,—Surg by Mrs. KExxEDY. L 
; ; Be 
HAT virgin or ſhepherd, in valley or 6 
| grove, 
Will envy my innocent 1avs ; Yo 
The ſong gf the heart, and the offspring of 
love, 
When ſuag in my Corydon's praiſe ? A 


O'er brook and o'er brake as he hies to tb «© 


bower, - | 

How lightſome my ſhepherd can trip! 

And ſure when of Love he deſcribes the ſoft 
power, | 


The honey. dew drops from his lip! | | 


How ſweet is the primroſe, the violet how * 
ſweet ! 
And ſweet is the enlantine breeze; 
But Corydon's kiſs, when by moon-light we 
mect, 
To me is far ſweeter than theſe. 
I bluſh'd 


W. 


or 


of 


10 


fr 
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| biuſh at his raptures, I hear all his vows, 
[| ſigh when offer to ſpeak ; 

Ard ob! waat delight wy bolom o'erflows, 
Wien I fecl the ſoft touch of his cheek. 


| Reſporfve ard ſhrill be the note from the 


ſpray, 
Let the pipe through the village reſound ; 
Be (miles in each face, O ye ſhepherds, to- Jay 
And ring the bells merrily round, 


Your favours prepare, my companions, w:th 
ſpeed, 
Aſſſt me my bluſhes to hide, 0 
Atwelvemonth ago on this day I agreed 
To be my lov'd Corydon's bride, 


SONG XCYV, 
A RONDEAYVU. 
Surg by Mrs, WEICHSELL, 


VERY year impairs life's treaſure, 
Robs us of a charm and prace, 
Takes aw1y 2 joy and pleaſure, 
Steals * ;:- ſes from the face. 


Tis our in tereſt and our duty 


To arreit the hand of Time; 
Not 
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Not to loſe a ſpring of beauty, 
Not to wait beyond our prime. 


Let us hearken then to reaſon, Te 
Let's be happy while 'tis noon ; 
Let us catch the ſummer ſeaſon, ' Hi 
Winter elſe will come too ſoon. | 
5 SONG XCVI, | Al 

Mind, Huſſey, what you do ! 
Sung by Mrs. WrtGHTEN, v. 
HEN I was of a tender age, | 
And in my youthful prime; W 
My mother oft wou'd, in a rage, | 
Crv, Girl, take care in time ; B 
For now you are ſo forward grown, 
The men will you purſue ; ' A 
And all the day this was her tone, 
Mind, Huſſey, what you do! EG 


Regardleſs of her fond advice, | 
I haſten'd o'er the plain, 

Where I was courted in a trice 
By each young {lvan ſwain ; 

But, by the bye, I muſt declare, 
I virtue had in view, 


Altho' 
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Altho' my mother cry'd, Beware, 
Mind, Huſſey, what you do! 


To Damen, gayeſt ef the green, 

I gave my youthful hand, 

' His blooming face, and comely mien, 

I could not well withſtand ; 
= | But ſtrait to church we tript away, 
With hearts both firm and true, 
Ah! then my mother ceas'd to fay— 
Mind, Huſſey, what you do! 


Ye laſſes all attend to me, 

And hence this leſſon learn, 
When to your miad a man you ſee, 

Ne'er look moroſe or ſtern; 

| But take him with a free good will, 
Should he have love for you, 

' Altho' your mother's crying ſtil], 
Mind, Huſley, what you do ! 
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| SONG XCVII. 
Give me my Heart back again. 
Sung by Mr. KENNED Y. 


WI EN dewy morn on moon beams bright» 
< Invite our nymphs to ſport and play's 
' 0 
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To me their {ſongs give no delight, 
Love tunes my fad and mouraful lay ;. | 
And all the dav long, 
I fing this ſad ſorg, 
Return to my arms my dear ſwain ; 
O love bring him here, 
To baniſh my care, 4 
Or—give me my heart back again. 4 


SONG XCVII. F 
In te Comedy of Two To Oxe. | MH 
Sung by Miſs GRE 


OW haypy the woman, whoſe charms | 7 
Gains ſweethearts ſtuck all of a row, 


That if one thou'd deſert from her arms, 4 7 
She mill nas two {trings to her bow. 1 
Shou'd Thomas prove falſe, cou'd he rob [ 

My heart of 14s quiet! Ono; [ 
For if Thomas i gene, there is Bob, 

| fill have two ſtrings to my bow. | 

Then 'tis not ſo commen a thing | Wy! 

Can vex me, I'd have you to know, | 
Since | have two bears to my itrinz, ( 


As wel as tee frings :o my bow. 


S ONE 
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SONG XCIX. 
The Charming Crea:cre. 


Surg by Mrs. WĩitonT EN. 


S other day in harmleſs char, 
Wh vvivia | was walking, 
| Admiriug .. s, admiring that, 
To. *ther tweetly talk: ing; 
Young Pam on met us in tne grove, 
Wiel je in er“ ry feature; 
| He n. d my and er wi uper'd love, 
0 eh, ba ning rreatuic |! 
Fi: 2a on ft. nes 366 refed 
I- words fo ſoit ar 4 kind , 
[ felt, & fore nin in my Freak, 
ut oondts weste in m mend. 
I' tc i hi be with Del was ſeca, 
Ant: fre he came to wmacet her; 
He ssd 1 wes his guy queen, 
Q: waata charmis g creature! 


| To vonder © arc, then faall we go, 
He prow's LS % Ca MFLY 
(How can the men thus teams me ſo) 


I try's Go kia to fly: 
I And 
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And will my Delia name the day, 
Let Damon kindly greet her? 

Thus cloſely preſt, what could I ſay 
To ſuch a charming creature. 
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SONG C. 
It was a pity. 
Sung by Mrs. WRrlGHTEN. 


| 


OUNG Strephon, pride of yonder plain, 
Loag ſtrove my fickle heart to gain, 
With many an am'roeus ditty; 
T, ſmiling, hear4 the love fick ſwain 
With figh and ſong expreſs his pain, 
And told him 'twas a pity, 


With hoes to pleaſe, laſt Whitſun fair, 
He bought m2 ribbons for my hair, 

With other preſents pretty; | 
Then, ſailing, ſu'd the ſame I'd wear, 
To eaſe his anxious heart from care: 

I ſaid, 'twould be a pity. 


| 

| 

| Next morning early, on the green, 
With Kitty toying he was ſeen, 


I ſmil'd, 


He cali'd ber fair and witty ; 


wi; 
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I ſmil'd, tho' fit to burſt with ſpleen, 
To him kiſs the little quean, 
And cry'd, it was a pity- 


The cunning fwain the conflict ey'd, 
And kindly gazing, while I figh'd, 
For ſook the hand of Kitty; 
Then, ſmiling, begg'd I'd be his bride: 
I] anſwer'd, yes, or ture he'd dy'd, 
And that had been a pity. 


SONG Cl. 
Advice to the Fair Sex. 
Sung by Mri. KEX NED. 


E beauties, or ſuch as would beautics de 
fam'c, 
Lay patches, and waſhes, and painting aſide, 
Go burn all the glaſſes that ever were fram'd, 
The gewgaws cf faſhion, and knicknacks 
of pride, | 
A noſtrum to cu!l from the toilet of reaſon, 
"Tis eaſy, *tis cheap, and 'tis ever in ſeaſon, 
When art has in vain her coſme:ics applied. 


I 2 Good 
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Gocd nature, believe me, 's the ſmcotheſt of 

varniſh, 
Whichever bedimples the be-utiful cheek ; 
No time nor no tint can is excellence tarniſh, 
t holds good ſo long, and i: lies on ſo ſleek. 


"Tis wore than the bluſh of the roſe in the 


morning, 
The white ot tae lily is not fo adorning, 
All accident proof, and ali ſerutiny icerning ; 
*Tis eaſe to the witty, and wit to the weak. 


Tis ſurely the girdie that Venus was bound 


with, 

The Graces, her handmaids, all proud put 
it on; 

Tis ſurelv the radiance Aurora is crown'd 
with, , 


Who, ſmiling, ariſes, and waits for the ſun. 
Oh! wear 1t, ye laſſes, on ev ry occaſion, 
is the obleſt reproof, 'tis the ſtrongeſt 


perſuaſion, | 
Till kerp, nav, 'iwill almoſt retrieve re- 
putation! ! 
And lan, and look lovely, when beauty is 
gong. 


5ONG 


—4 


* 
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ot s O0 N G CI. 
5 Sung in the Maſt of ALFRED. 
8 
* H EN Britain firſt, at Heaven's com- 
* mand, 
Aroſe from our: the azure main. 
: Th " was the charter, ine charter of the land, 
a And guardian angels ſung the iiiaa ;; 
& * * * 
F Rule 3:itannia, Brittannia rulethe wavcss 
1 


Britons never wili be ſlaves. 


ut The nations, not fo bleſt as theo, 
Muit in their turn to tyrants fall; 
d Wil thuu ſhalt Bouriſh, malt flourifh grrat 
and tee, 
n. The diead and envy cf them all. 


Rule Britannia, &%c. 


elt 5 

$21.1 more wajekie malt thou riſe, 
e- M-re drcadtul from each tore! K Ur6ke, 

As the loud Matt that tears the ies, 
13 Serves but to root thy native oak. 
Rule Britannia, &c. 

Thee haughty tyrants ne'er ſha!! tame, 

G All their attempꝑts to bend hee deve, 


. 


3 
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Will but arouſe, arouſe thy zen'rous flame, 
And work their woe and thy renown. 
Rule Britannia, &c. 


To thee belongs the rural reign, 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine, 
All thise ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubject main, 
And every ſhore it circles thire. 
Rule Britannia, &c. 


The muſes, till with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coalt repair; 
lelt iſle! with beauties, with matchlefs 
beauties crown'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the Fair, 
Rule Britannia, &c. 


SONG Cl. 
A Song in Diana, 


[TH horns and with hounds I waken 
the day, 

And hie to the woodland walks away; 
I tuck up my robe, aud am buſkin'd ſoon, 
And tis to my forehead a wexing moon: 
I courſe the fleet ſtag, unkennel the fox, 
And chaſe the wild goats o'er ſumm its of rocks; 
With 


Wi 


T. 
W 
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With ſhouting, and hooting, we pierce thro? 
the ſky, 
And echo turns kunter, and doubles the cry. 


| SONG CIV. 
Tallyho. 


E ſportſmen draw near, aud ye ſports- 
Women doo, 
Who delight in the joys of the field, 
Mankind, tio” they blame, are all eager as 
you, a 
And no one the conteſt will yield; 
His Lordſhip, his Worſhip, his Honour, his 
Grace, 
A hunting continually go, 
All ranks and Cegrees are engag'd in the chace, 
| With bark forward, huzza, tallyho. 


The lawyer will riſe with the firſt of the morn, 
To hunt for a mortgage or deed; 

The huntſman gets up at the ſound cf the horn, 
And rides to the commons full {peed. 

The patriot is thrown in purſuit ct his game, 
The poet too often lies low, 

Who, mouated on Pegaſus, flies after fame, 
With hark forwerd, huzza, tallyho. 


11 While 
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While fearleſs o'er hills and o'er woodlands 
we ſwee p, 
'Tho' n on our Hadime may frown, 
How oft do they decency's bounds ovetleap, 
And the fences of virtue break down. 
Thus pabiic, or private, for penſion, for place, 
For amuſement, for paſſion, for ſhow, 
All ranks and degrees are 2acag'd in the chace, 
With hark forward, huzza tallyho. 
r rr 
SONG CY. 
Bacchus 22d Mars. 
Sung by Mr. AzRowsSMITH, 
Set by Mr. Arve. 


A” Bacchus ant Rlars once together were 
Ling 
Diſcoering on faded: their godſhips befitting, 
un Mars M, trend Bacchus, I ne'er 
cauld deine 
Way per tarourite land produces no wine; 
For tel! me what penole on earth better merit 
Tius exceileat driak of tic Guds to inherit!“ 


That the Britons deſerve to havs plenty ofwine, 
Is true, (anſwer'd Bacchus) becauſe they are 
thine: ; : 


Ard 


Anc 


Sine 


For 


| ai 


Th 
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And when they have wanted, I gladiy would 


know, 
Since I, my good friend, have diſpens'd it 
| below ? 
For tho' the rich cluſters their iſle don't 
produce, 


| always take care to ſupply them with juice. 


Their neigh. ou's in France, Spain, and 
i regal til 

To compen.ate this cant, ia the fam'd Britiſh 

ſol ; | 

For you know that when Jove firſt created the 
ball, 

dome defect ne decreed in each country ſhould 
fall; 

And who can e avght wanting but this, 

| For England to rival e'en Heav'n in bits 


nw 


Their women! as bezutc2us we often behold, 

[As it form'd with our clay 1n'yuur mi iſtre ſo's 

| | mould ; 

Waile their mea ſo much valcur diſplay in the 
field. 

That they make, like yourſelf, every enemy 


yield: 
Then 
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Then what room for regret, tho” no grapes 
they can ſhow, 

Since they always beat thoſe in whoſe king- 
doms they grow?“ 


SONG. VI. 
The Prieſt. 
From i: PooR SOLDIER. 


OU know I'm your prieſt, and your coa- 
ſcience is mine, 
But if you grow wicked, it's not a gr fi2n 
So leave off your raking, and marry 2 wife, 
And then, my dear Darby, you e iettled for 
life. 
Sing Ballina mone ora, &c. 
A good wedding dinner ferme. 


The vanns being peb!liſh'd, to chap*i ww» z:, 
The brice and the bridegrcom wh. cas 
| white as fnow ; 
So modett her air, and ſo ſhespiſh your look, 
Ycu out with your ring, and | pull out my 
book. 
Sing Ballina move ora, &c. 
And a jolly briſk weddiny for me. 


thumb 


—_— = 
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3 out the place, and I then read away, 
ie bluſhes at Love, and ſhe whiſpers on Y; 
ſou take her dear hand to have and to hold, 
hat up my book and I pocket your gold. 
an - 

Sing Ballina mone ora, &c. 

That ſnug little guinea for me. 


ſhe nzighbours wiſh joy to the bridegroom 
and bride, 
The pipers before us, we march fide by fide : 
plentiful dinner gives mirth to each face, 
be piper plays up, and myſelf | ſay grace, 
Sing Ballina mone ora, &c. 
A good wedding dinner for me. 


ſhe joke now goes round, and the ſtocking is 

| thrown, 

The curtains are drawn, and you're both left 

| alone ; | 

then, my good boy, I believe you're at 

home, 

ed hey! for a chriſt 'ning at nine months to 
come- 

Sing Baliina mone ora, &c. 

A good merry chrilt'ning for me. 


SONG 
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SONG CV: 


From the Poor ScLlDtreR, 


OW happy the Soldier who lives on his 1 

pay, Ta 

And f{,1envs half a crown out of 3xrence 2 day; Le 
Yet fear: neither Jaitico:, warraors ur bems, | 0 
But pays ail his deb:s tan the roll ct his | : 


drums, Ne 

With a row de dow, row Ce dow, &c, — 
And he pays ali his debts with the rell of 

drums. W 

| | * 

He cares not a marvedy how the world goes, C 

His k ing finds him quarters, and mcney and V 
Citaths : | 

He laughs + 2!! ſorrow, whenever it comes, IV 


Anu ratilet ay with ine roll of his drums. p 
With a lo de dow, &c. * 


) 


\ 
The drum is bis glory, his joy and delight, 
It a 10 n 20 3'Cature as well as tu ght. \ 
Mos bY n ng nears it, tho' ever io plum, / 


But pac cs 46 her tatiers, and to. lows the crum, | 
W. tth a 2 TOW de COW, &. | 


SONG 
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SONG Cuil. 
Cupid's Coq ueſt. 
\ELL me not of a Kind; 


Pafhon's fooliſh, love is biind, 
Take your ſonn*:s ;—take your laſs; 


; Let me charge the brimming glaſs, 
| Cupid with his childiſh dart, 


Ne'er can pierce my man'y heart 
But the hours ſhall mirchiul paſs, 
While I hold the brimming glaſs. 


What is the ſain ſo ſoft and fleek, 
What the coly dimpied cheek ? 
Theſe enchant vou in vour lats ; 


| Wine commends the ſparkling glaſs, 


| Muſc's charms to ſome are dear 3 


Pleas'd, ha- monious ſounds | Fear; 


But mare ſweet the hours | pals, 


When | hcar the jiogling glaſs. 


Venus 2nd the muſes nine, 

ail mu't yield to ſparkling wine; 
I ſhould be a very als ; 

lf for theſe 1 left my plaſs, 


Thu: 
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Him the wanton God eſpy'd, | 
Agd pierc'd his breaſt ere he could paſs | 
To fill again his ſparkling glaſs, | 


Till vanquiſh'd, he confeſs'd at length, 7 
That Love ſurpaſs'd ev'n wine in ſtrength, 
Then woo'd, and won the beauteous laſs, 
And, for her ſake negleQs his glaſs. 


SONG CIX. 


Thus ſpoke young Flavius in his pride;  T 
V 


A 


THE PRESENT DAY. 8 
HILST amid buſtiing crowds and ſtriſe, 
Some dream the idle hours away; | 
Why ſhould not thoſe who value life, | 
Smile and enjoy the preſent day ? vt 


The hardy warrior toils for fame; 
Yet croſſes oft his hopes betray ; 

Ambitior's ;—ſordid ay'rice claim, 
But wildly waſte the preſent day. 


The politician who extends 
His views the State itſelf to ſway, 
His mind till to the future bends ; 
And oft forgets the preſent day. 


— — —  —  — * 
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The grave projector, who ſtill dreams 
In airy plans his hours away ; 

While he purſues his fav'rite ſchemes, 
Unwiſely lights the preſent day. 


Through diſſipation's lighter train 
Engage in wanton ſports and play ; 

Amidit their paſtims iCly vain, 
They only waſte the preſent day. 


While, wiſer Aura, you employ 
The hours ; nor they your hopes betray, 


\ But, truſting true, ſubſtantial joy, 


rife, 


The 


You know to prize the pre ent day. 


And ſhould you. Love's {c't pow'r confeſs, 
| 


Which o'er the nobleſt minds bears ſway, 
Still bleſſing, you might learn to bless, 
Smile, and enjoy the preſent day. 


SONG EX. 


HILST with village maids J ſtray, 
Sweetly wears the joyous day ; 
Chearful glows my artleſs breaſt, 
Mild Content the conſtaat gueſt. 


SONG 
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SONG. el. 
A Drinking Song. 


98 — 


The Nord by G. A. STEVENS. 


—ͤ—ũ—E) — — 


HO' Wiſdom will preach about joy, Sir, 
Faith folly will practiſe as well; | 
Men are ſimple, and life but a toy, Sir, 
In toying 1t is we excel : 
Is it worth our while 
Through learning th toll, 
Or trouble our heats how to think? 
Thought ne'er was deügn'd 
To puzzle the mind: | 4 
So only let's mind who's to drink. 


King Solomon, (I'm not profane, Sir,) 
Was a wile, yet a whimfical elf, 
He never thought aay thing vain, Sir, 
Till he was palt pleaſure himſelf : 
He uſed to ſay, 
'There's a time for to play, 
To labour, to love, and to think ; 
Let thoſe in their prime 
Remember their time, 
At preſent: *tis time we ſhould drink. 
2 A pox 
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A pox on reflection, be jolly, 
Diſpaſſionate du.nefs deſpiſe ; 
Later you once know the — of folly, 
Tou'd ne'er be ſo weak, to be wile : 
| Let the trumpet of fame 
Thoſe heroes proclaim 
ir, Who never at cannon balls blink, 
| By the buſy in trade 
Be cent per cent made, 
Tis cent per cent better to drink. 


Come about with a bumper boys hearty, 
To our king and our country ſuccels ; 
To oblivion tors envy and party, 
May freedom our hrefides bleſs : 
Here's a health to thoſe 
Who face our fues, 
To thoſe who dare ſpeak as they think ; 
To ſuch fort of men, 
Again and again, 
Again and again. boys, we'll drink. 


pox 5 SONG 
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SONG CXII. 
Bacchanalian Joys defeated. 


HII. E I'm at the tavern queffing, 
V Well diſpos'd for t'other quart; 
Come's my wife to ſpoil my laughing, 
Telling me 'tis time to part; 
Words | knew were unawailing, 
Yet | fternly anſwer'd, No! 
"Fill from motives more prevailing, 
Sitting down ſhe treads my toe. 


Sech kind tckens, to wy thinking, 
Moſt emphatically prove, 

Thar the joys which flow from drinking, 
Are averſe to thoſe of love: 

Farewel friends, and 'tother bottle, 
Since I can no longer lay ; 

Love, more learn'd than Ariftotle, 
Has to move me found the way. 


Ss N CO 


Fr 
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SONG CXII. 


From the Favourite New Pax Tœulu, call 
The Mactc CavEeRN, or Virus 
TRIUMPH, 


Sung by Mr. DovLe, 


OMP, liſten ve lads, and ve laſſes around, 
To a ttave or two, ſung by Harry Hide- 
bound ; | 
+ A tanner | am, of no humb'e degree, 
And tanners all mankind l'Il prove are like me, 
Tol de rol, &c, 


The lawver ſo great, with dig wig and long 
| band, Rs 
His corſcience, as bullock's hide, ſtoutly has 
tann'd ; 
Vet touch with a double fee wiſely that part, 
Twill üretch like a glove, it is tann'd with 
ſuch art. 


Phyiicians, likewiſe, are all tanners by trade, 
And fortunes by working on ſliee p ſkins have 
made ; | 
With Bark they keep tanning their patients 
inſide, | 
Till 8 Death bores a hole thro? the 
de. 


K 2 ro 
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To the Tan pit of Cupid fond lovers repair, 

And toro themſeives in, thro' a fit of deſpair; 

But Hymen good natur'dly oft helps them out, 

And their hearts being tann'd, why they ſoon 
get about. 


The foes of Old England don't tanning deſpiſe, 
And to {:aiun their hides well, I think they 
| are wiſe ; | 
Put in ſpite of the Devil, that tanner of fins, 
When Britons ſtrike home, they ſhan't ſleep 
in whole ſkins. 


SONG cxiv. 
Sung ty a Cooper. 


I I hoop round my caſk, my heart how it 
plows, | 
Wien thoughts of the liquor that cak may 
incloſ- ; 
I cftentimes with mvſelf chang'd to a ſtave, 
That | might contribute good Iliquer to fave ; 
Vhoie years in old ram then 1'd ſoak, but 
| ne'er foeak, | 
Tell tniking roo much, I max open a leak ; 
And while (hue mv infice well wetted remain, 
Paz chees of any outſde a tear ſhall nor ſtain. 


A Dutchman 


8 
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A Dutchman is nought but a hogſhead cf gin, 

In which he keeps tipling quite up to the chin; 

A Frenchman 1s ſparkling Champaign at the 
belt, 

Which bubbles, and bounces, and froths up 
like yeaſt ; 

But of all caſks on earth whereſoever you ſeek, 

Your ſtaunch Engliſh ones will ſeldomeſt leak; 


Each ſtave by the hoops of high honour made 


faſt, 
And proof Britiſh ſpirit, *twill hold to the laſt. 


. 
Surg by Miſs BRETT. 


OME ſhew me your palm, my ſweet laſs, 
And your fortune ['l! tell, 
Full as clear and as well, 
As you ſee that ſweet face in the glafs. 


A huſband you'll have, I ſee, ſoon, 
You'll meet him to day, 
Such a man, lack-a day! ' 

Wou'd make a wife leap over the moon, 


Of children you'll have a round dozen, 
Nay, I ſce it as plain, 
As this pretty blue vein, 

I don't, by my virgin hood, cozen, 


134 A COLLECTION 


As ſure as Old Norwood, I'm nam'd, 


A great Queen you'll be, 
Ana by ev'ry degree 


SONG CXVI. 
Sung by Mr. Davies. 


E noble mind for fame will dare, 
By ſea or land to die; 
When hillows wage the wintry war, 
And thunders rend the ſky. 


Around the crimſon fields of death, 
The hero flies for fame; 

When trumpets blow their martial breath, 
And drums the charge proclaim, 


The God of Love on Fame awaits, 
With myrtle garlands bound ; 
Who would not brave the worſt of fates, 
To hear his lute's ſoft ſound ? 


Fame in angel's form appears, 
Upon a fteep molt high; 

Her vot'ries paſs the vale of years, 
But after never die, 


. 


CHORUS 


Like Old England, be iov'd and far fam'd. 


| 
| 
; 
| 


of * * 4 


3 
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SONG CXVII. 
A Favourite Laughing Song. 
MART Do!l of the green, who lov'd mirth 


N as her life, 

By many a ſwain was requeſted to wife ; 

Her figure was graceful, and comely her face, 

Vet in her affections no man had ta'en place: 

The *Squire of the Vill took it into his head, 

That he by great proffers cou'd win her to bed; 

Bur all his fine artifice Dolly thro” ſaw, 

And baulk'd the poor 'Squire with a hearty 
ha! ha! 


Next Hodge of the vale all his ſlame did im- 
part, 

Who knew nothing more than à plough or a 
cart ; 

With aukward addreſs, he made a ſtrange fuſs, 

Turn'd his hat o'er his thumb, and begg” q far 


a buſs: 17 
The lobt fetch a ſigh, and cry'd, 'deed Doll, 
tis true; 5 
Iſe love thee moſt woundly, i' faith girl do: 
But me ſlao'd bis fool's chaps, and bid him 


withdraw, 
So ſhe mo bim away while ſhe loud laugh'd 
! ha! The 


— 
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* The next was a fellow ſo fine and ſo ſpruce, 
Who caper'd and ſung, mong t Is play'd 
the deuce ; * 
And poor Dolly thought for to ſetyas the reſt, 
But the was too harp, and of higf nde a jel: : 


Quoth Doll Vil ne'er wed till I meet with a 
man, 2 


Much leſs let a ſop my affections trapan; | 
And laid ſuch a thing ſhe before fever ſaw, 
But hop'd he'd excuſe it, sand laugh'd out 


ha! ha! % | 
With the Ladies I know tis a primitive rale, 
3 better be plagu'd with a «nave than a 
\ tool; | 
And others again this opinion impart, | 


Their eyes they will pleaſe, if they torture 
\ their heart : | 


From thele | diiſent, but approve of the plan 
That Dolly laid down, till you meer with | 

8. your man: . 
Then your hands and your hearts may unite 


without law, a 

FAnd your corjuga! ſtate be one ſcene of ha! ha! 
ha! ha! haf ha! na! ba! ha! ba! ba! 

1 


. 


